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ESSAY 1 


THE POET 


A moody child and wildly wise 
Pursued the||‘amt’ with joyful eyes, 

Which chose, like meteors, their vvay, 

And rived the dark with private lay; 

'I’hey overleapt the horiion's edge, 

Searched with Apollo’s privilege ; 

Through^man, and woman, and sea, and star, 
Saw the dance oi nature forwaid far; 

Through worlds, and races, and teims, and times, 
Saw musical order, and pairing rhymes. 


Olymi^an bards who sung 
Divine itieas below. 

Which always find us young, 
And alwa)A keep us so 


w 

'T^HOSE who arc esteemed umpires of taste Character 

* are often persons who have acquired some Kv^now-** 

■ _. ^ . 7 admired pictures or sculptures, ledge 

'dequate exp**.... y , • d 

‘ \ that we whatever is elegant; 

hv of 1 *°^“**’® whether they arc beautiful 

comi 

pictures,learn that they are selfish and 
sensual. Tfieir cultivation is local, as if you 
should lub a log of dry wood in one spot to 
produce fire, all the rest remaining cold. Their 
knowledge of the fine arts is some study of rules 
and particulars, or some limited judgment of colour 
or form, which is exercised for amusement or for 
show. It is a proof of the shallowness of the 

3 



4 


THE POET 


Fancy and doctrine of beauty, as it lies in the minds of our 
amateurs, that men seem to have lost the jier- 
ception of the instant dependence of form upon 
soul. There is no doctrine of forms in our 
philosophy. We were put into our bodies, as 
fire is put into a pan, to be carried about; but 
there is no accurate adjustment between the 
spirit and the organ, much less is the latter ^the 
germination of the former. So in regard to 
other forms, the intellectual me.i do not believe 
in any essential dependence of the material 
woild on thought and volition, '^rhcologlans 
think it a pretty air-castle to talk of the spiritual 
meaning of a ship or a cloud, of* a city or a 
contract, but they prefer to con^ again to the 
solid ground of historical evidence; and even 
the poets are contented with g civil and con¬ 
formed manner of living, and to write poems 
from the fancy, at a safe distance from their 
own experience. But tl* highest minds of the 
world have never ceased to ex^ilorc the double 
meaning, or, shall I say, the quadruple, or the 
centuple, or much more manifold iiieanLan, of 
every sensuous fact: Orpheus, 

Her|plitu8, Plato, Plutarch, Dai^B^^D^ 
borg, and the masters of sculpturej^^^^l 
poetry. For we are not pans and 
even porters of the fire and torchflWers, but 
children of the fire, made of it, and only the 
same divinity transmuted, and at two or three 
removes, when we know least about it. And 
this hidden truth, that the fountains whence all 
this river of Time, and its creatures, Hows, are 
intrinsically ideal and beautiful, draws us to the 
consideration of the nature and functions of the 


tAe poet 


? 

Poet, or the man of Beauty, to the means and Mmi and 
materials he uses, tnd to the general aspect of 
his art in the present time. 

The breadth of the problem is great, for the 
poet is representative. He stands among partial 
men for# the complete man, and apprises us not 
of his wealth, but of the common-wealth. The 
young man reveres men of genius, because, to 
speak truly, th^ are more himself than he is. 

They receive oftbe soul as he also receives, but 
they more. Nature enhances her beauty, to 
the eye of loving men, from their belief that 
the poet is beholding her shows at the same 
time. He is i^latcd among his contemporaries, 
by truth and by his ait, but with this consolation 
in his pursuits, that they will draw all men 
sooner or later. • For all men live by truth, 
and stand in need of expression. In love, in 
art, in avarice, in politics, in labour, in games, 
we study to utter our painful secret. The man 
is only half hims&lf, the other half is his ex¬ 
pression. • 

Notwithstanding this necessity to be published, 
adequate expression is rai^. I know not how 
it is that we need an interpreter; but the ^eat 
majority of men seem to be minors, who have 
not yet come into possession of their own, or 
mutes, who cannot report the conversation they 
have had with nature. There is no man who 
does not anticipate a supersensual utility in the 
sun, and stars, earth, and water. These stand 
and wait to render him a peculiar service. But 
there is some obstruction, or some excess of 
phlegm in our constitution, which does not 
suffer them to yield the due effect. The 
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Tite love of impressions of nature fail on us too feebly to 
good! of niake us artists. Every touch should thrill, 
beauty Every man should be so much an artist, that he 
could report in conversation what had befallen 
him. Yet, in our experience, the rays or 
appulses have sufficient force to arrivt at the 
senses, but not enough to reach the quick, and 
compel the reproduction of themselves in speich. 
The poet is the person in wl^pm these powers 
are in balance, the man without impediment, 
who sees and handies that which others dream of. 


traverses the whole scale of experience, and is 
representative of man, in virtue .of being the 
largest power to receive and to impart. 

For the Universe has three children, born at 


one time, which reappear, under different names, 
in every system of thought, •whether they be 
called cause, o])eration, and effect; or, more 
poetically, Jove, Pluto, J'leptunc; or, theologi¬ 
cally, the Father, the Spirit, and the Son; but 
which we will call here, the Knower, the Doer, 


and the Saycr. These starsd respectively for 
the love of truth, the love of good, and the love 
of beauty. These tfcree are equal. Each is 
th dC which he is essentially, so that hc^cannot 
be surmounted or analyzed, and each of these 
three has the power of the others latent in him, 


and his own patent. 

The poet is the saycr, the namer, and re¬ 
presents beauty. He is a sovereign, and stands 
on the centre. For the world is not painted, 
or adorned, but is from the beginning beautiful; 
and God has not made some beautiful things, 
but Beauty is the creator of the universe. 
Therefore tlie poet is not any permissive 
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potentate, but ib emperor in his own right. Wordt mad 
Criticism is infestecf with a cant of materialism, •‘^^*®** 
which assumes that manual skill and activity is 
the first merit of all men, and disparages such as 
say and do not, overlooking the fart, that some 
men namely, poets, are natural sayers, sent into 
the world to the end of expression, and it con¬ 
founds them with those whose province is action, 
but who quit jt to imitate the sayers. But 
Homer^s words are as costly and admirable 
to Homer, as Agamemnon^s victories are to 
Agamemnon. The jioet does not wait for the 
hero or the ^sage, but, as they act and think 
primalily, so writes primarily what will and 
must be spoken, reckoning the others, though 
primaries also, yet, in respect to him, secondaries 
and servants; asssitters or models in the studio 


of a painter, or as assistants who bring building 
materials to an architect. 

For poetry was all written before time was, 
and whenever wb are so finely organized that 


we can jyenetrate mnto that region where the air 
is music, we hear those primal warblings, and 
attempt to write them cjpwn, but we lose ever 
and avion a word, or a verse, and substitute 


something of our own, and thus miswrite the 
poem. The men of more delicate ear write 
down these cadences more faithfully, and these 
transcripts, though imperfect, become the songs 
of the nations. For nature is as truly beautiful 
as it is good, or as it is reasonable, and nmst as 
much appear, as it must be done, or be known. 
Words and deeds are quite indifferent modes of 
the divine energy. Words are also actions, and 
actions are a kind of words* 
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Not metre 
makes a 
poem 


a 

f 

The sign and credentials the poet are, that 
he announces that which no man foretold. He 
is the true and only doctor; he knows and 
tells; he is the only teller of news, for he was 
present and privy to the appearance which he 
describes. He is a beholder of ideas,* and an 
uttcrer of the necessary and causal. We do not 
s^icak now of men of poetical talents, or* of 
industry and skill in metre, but pf the true poet. 
1 look part in a conversation the other day, 
concerning a recent writer of lyrics, a man of 
subtle mind, whose head appeared to be a music- 
box of delicate tunes and rhythn^s, and whose 
skill, and command of language^ we could not 
sidliciently praise. But when the question arose, 
whether he were not only a lyrist, but a |>oct, 
wc were obliged to confess tlftt he is plainly a 
contemporary, not an eternal man. He docs 
not stand out of our low limitations, like a 
Chimbora/o under the line, running up from 
the torrid base through all the climates of the 
globe, with belts of the hejbagi; of every latitude 
on its high and mottled sides; but this genius is 
the landsca|>e garden o{ a modern house, adorned 
with' fountains and statues, with welUbre^l men 
and women standing and sitting in the walks 
and terraces. We hear, through all the varied 
music, the ground-tone of conventional life. 
Our poets are men of talents who sing, and 
not the children of music. The argument is 
secondary, the finish of the verses is primary. 

For it is not metres, but a metre-making 
argument, that makes a poem,—a thought so 
p.issionatc and alive, that, like the spirit of a 
plant or an animal, it has an .architecture of its 
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own, and adorns nature with a new thing. The Advent ot 
thought and the form are equal in the order ot 
time, but in the order of genesis the thought is 
prior to the form. The poet has a new thought: 
he has a whole new experience to unfold ; he 
will tell# us how it was with him, and all men 
will be the richer in his fortune. The experience 
of iach new age requires a new confession, and 
the world scems^always waiting for its poet, I 
remember, when I was young, how much 1 was 
moved one morning by tidings that genius had 
appeared in a youth who sat near me at table. 

He had left Jiis work, and gone rambling none 
knew whither,,and had written hundreds of 
lines, but could not tell whether that which 
was in him was therein told : he could tell 
nothing but that^ail was changed—man, beast, 
heaven, earth, and sea. How gladly we listened ’ 
how credulous ! Soc^ty seemed to lx* com¬ 
promised. We sat in the aurora of a sunrise 
which was to put out ail the stars. Boston 
seemed to be at twice the distance it had the 
night before, or was niuch farther than that. 

Rome,—what was Rome^ Plutarch and Shak- 
spearc were in the yellow leaf, and Homef no 
more should be heard of. It is much to know 
that poetry has been written this very day, under 
this very roof, by your side. What! that 
wonderful spirit has not expired ! these stony 
moments are still sparkling and animated ! I 
had fancied that the oracles were all silent, and 
nature had spent her fires, and behold ! all night, 
from every pore, these fine auroras have been 
streaming. Every one has some interest in the 
advent of the poet, and no one knows how much 
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I 

it may concern him. We know that the secret 
of the world is profound, but who or what shall 
be our interpreter, we know not. A mountain 
ramble, a new style of face, a new person, may 
put the key into our hands. Of course, the 
value of genius to us is in the veracky of its 
report. 'I'alent may frolic and juggle ; genius 
realizes and adds. Mankind, in good earliest, 
have gone so far in understandii^ themselves and 
their woik, and the foremost watchman on the 
peak announces his news. It is the truest word 
ever spoken, and the phrase will be the fittest, 
most musical, and the unerring voic^e of the world 
for the time. ^ 

All that we call sacred historv attests that the 
birth of a poet is the principal event in chronology. 
Man, never so often deccivedf still watches for 
tlie arrival of a brother who can hold him steady 
to a truth, until he has made it his own. With 
what joy I begin to read a }XJem, which I con- 
iide in as an inspiration ! And now my chains 
arc to be broken ; I shall nount above these 
clouds and op:ique airs in which T live,—opaque, 
though they seem tr^^nsparent,—and from the 
heaven of truth I shall see and comprehR?nd my 
relations. That will reconcile me to life, and 
renovate nature, to sec trifles animated by a 
tendency, and to know what I am doing. Life 
Will no more be a noise; now I shall see men 
and women, and know the signs by which they 
may be discerned from fools and satans. This 
day shall be better than my birth-day; then I 
became an animal: now 1 am invited into pure 
science. Such is the hope, but the fruition is 
postponed. Oftener it falls, that this winged 
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man, who will carry me into the heaven, whirls 
me into the clouds^ then leajis and frisks about 
with me from cloud to cloud, still affirming that 
he is bound heavenward ; and I, being myself u 
novice, am slow in perceiving that he does not 
know tiw way into the heavens, and is merely 
bent that I should admire his skill to rise, like a 
fowi or a flying-fish, a little way from the ground 
or the water; Iwt the all-piercing, all-feeding, 
and ocular air oT heaven, that man shall never 
inhabit. I tumble down again soon into my 
old nooks, and lead the life of exaggerations as 
before, and have lost my faith in the possibility 
of any guide wl^o can lead me thither where I 
would be. 

But leaving these victims of vanity, let us, 
with new hope, observe how nature, by worthier 
impulses, has ensured the poet’s fidelity to his 
office of announcing and affirming, by the beauty 
of things, which beco^nes a new and higher 
beauty when expressed. Nature offers ail her 
creatures to him as a picture-language. Being 
used as a type, a second wonderful value appears 
in the object, far better ^han its old value, as 
the carpenter’s stretched cord, if you hold your 
ear close enough, is musical in the bree/^r. 

Things more excellent than every image,” 
says Jamblichus,** are expressed through images.” 
Things admit of being used as symbols, because 
nature is a symbol, in the whole, and in every 
part. Every line we can draw in the sand 
has expression; and there is no body without 
its spirit or genius. All form is an effort of 
character ; all condition, of the quality of the 
life; all harmony, of health; (and, for this 


and con¬ 
sequent 
disappoint¬ 
ment 
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"Foraoui reason, a perception of beauty should be sympa- 
Uform Qj. proper, only to the good.) The 

beautiful rests on the foundations of the necessary. 
The soul makes the body, as the wise Spenser 
teaches:— 

** So every spirit, as it is moat pure, 

And hath in it the more of heavenly light, 

So it the iairer body doth procure • 

To habit in, and it more fairly dight, 

With cheerful grace and amllible sight. 

For, of the sc»ul, the body form doth take. 

For soul is fotm, and doth the b<Mly make.” 

Here wc find ourselves, suddenly, not in the 
pleasant walks of critical specijlation, but in a 
holy place, and should go very warily and 
reverently. We stand before the secret of the 
world,—there wliere Being parses into Appear¬ 
ance, and Unity into Variety. 

The Universe is the externisation of the soul. 
Wherever the life is, that bursts into appearance 
aiound it. Our science is senSual, and therefore 
superficial. I’lie earth, and tlje heavenly bodies, 
physics, and chemistry, we sensually treat, as if 
they were sclf-existcnt; but these are the retinue 
of that Being we have. “ The mighty hsaven,^^ 
says Proclus, “exhibits, in its transfigurations, 
clear images of the splendour of intellectual 
perceptions; being moved in conjunction with 
the unapparent periods of intellectual natures.*^ 
Therefore, science always goes abreast with the 
just elevation of the man, keeping step with 
religion and metaphysics; or, the state of science 
is an index of our self-knowledge. Since every¬ 
thing in nature answers to a moral power, if 
any phenomenon remains brute and dark, it is 
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because the corresponding faculty in the observer Baaiity— 

'• not yet active. * IS'lSlSl.* 

No wonder, then, if these waters be so deep, pllcabie 
that we hover over them with a religious regard. 

The beauty of the fable proves tl)e importance 
of the sense, to the poet, and to all others; or, 
if you please, every man is so far a poet as to be 
susceptible of these enchantments of nature: 
for all men have the thoughts of which the 
universe is the Celebration. 1 find that the 
fascination resides in the symbol. Who loves 
nature? Who does not? Is it Only poets, 
and men of leisure and cultivation, who live 
with her ? •No; but also hunters, farmers, 
grooms, and buichers, though they express their 
affection in their choice of life, and not in their 
choice of words. The writer wonders what the 


coachman or the hunter values in riding, in 
horses, and dogs. It is not superficial qualities. 
When you talk with hiSn, he holds these at as 
slight a rate as you His worship is sympathetic : 
he has no definitions, but he is commanded in 
nature, by the living jjower which he feels to 
be there present. No imitation, or playing of 
these things, would contefit him; he loves the 
earnest of the north-wind, of rain, of stone, and 
wood, and iron. A beauty not explicable is 
dearer than a beauty which we can see to the 
end of. It is nature the symbol, nature certify¬ 
ing the supernatural, body overflowed by life, 
which he worships with coarse, but sincere 
rites. 


The inwardness, and mystery, of this attach¬ 
ment, drives nien of every class to the use of 
emblems. The . schools of poets, and phil- 
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Poetry in osophcfs, are not more intoxicated with their 
pract e than the populace*with theirs. In our 

political parties, compute the power of badges 
and emblems. See the great ball which they 
roll from Baltimore to Bunker hill! In the 
political processions, Lowell goes in^ a loom, 
and Lynn in a shoe, and Salem in a ship. 
Witness the cider-barrel, the log-cabin,^ the 
hickory-sticlc, the palmetto, and all the cogni¬ 
zances of party. Sec the pftwer of national 
emblems. Some stars, lilies, leopards, a crescent, 
a lion, art eagle, or other iigure, which came 
into credk God knows how, on an old rag of 
bunting, blowing in the wind, on* a fort, at the 
ends of the earth, shall make •the blood tingle 
under the rudest, or the most conventional 
exterior. The [x-ople fancy^they hate poetry, 
and they are all poets and mystics! 

Beyond this universality of the symbolic 
language, we are apprifft’d of the divineness ol 
this superior use of things, (whereby the world 
is a temple, whose walls are covered with 
emblems, pictures, and commandments of the 
Deity,) in this, that there is no fact in nature 
which does not carry*the whole sense of nature ; 
and the distinctions which we make in events, 
and in affairs, of low and high, honest and base, 
disappear when nature is used as a symbol. 
Thought makes everything fit for use. The 
vocabulary of an omniscient man would embrace 
w'ords and images excluded from polite con¬ 
versation. What would be base, or even obscene, 
to the obscene, becomes illustrious, spoken in a 
new connection of thought. The piety of the 
Hebrew prophets purges theig. grossness. The 
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circumcision is an example of the power of Every 
poetry to raise thet low and offensive. Small 
and mean things serve as well as great symbols. 

Tlic meaner the type by which a law is expressed, 
the more pungent it is, and the more lasting in 
the memories of men: just as we choose the 
smallest *box, or case, in which any needful 
utensil can be carried. Bare lists of words are 
found suggestive to an imaginative and excited 
mind ; as it is rekted of Lord Chatham, that he 
was accustomed to read in Baily^s Dictionary 
when he was preparing to speak in Parliament. 

The poorest experience is rich enough foi all 
the purposes of expressing thought. Why covet 
a knowledge of new facts ? Day and night, 
house and garden, a few books, a few actions, 
serve us as well as would all trades and all 
spectacles. We^re far from having exhausted 
the significance of the few symbols we use. 

We can come to use 4nem yet with a terrible 
simplicity. It dot's not need that a jioem should 
be long. Every word was once a poem. Every 
new relation is i new word. Also, we use 
defects and deformities to a sacred purpose,— so 
expressing our sense that the evils of the wprld 
are su^h only to the evil eye. In the old 
mythology, mythoiogists observe, defects are 
ascribed to divine natures, as lameness to Vulcan, 
blindness to Cupid, and the like, to signify 
exuberances. 

It is disk cation and detachment from the life 
of God that makes things ugly, and the poet, 
who re-attaches things to nature and the Whole, 

-—re-attaching even artificial things, and viola¬ 
tions of nature, to nature, by a deeper insight,— 
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The ireat dispoBes very easily of the most disagreeable 
fact, Life Readers of poetry se? the factory-village, 

and the railway, and fancy that the poetry of 
the landscape is broken up by these,—for these 
works of art are not yet consecrated in their 
reading; but the poet sees them fall within the 
great order not less than the bee-hive, or the 
spider’s geometrical web. Nature adopts them 
very fast into her vital circles, and the gliSing 
train of cars she loves like hr-.' own. Besides, 
in a centred mind, it signifies nothing how many 
mechanical inventions you exhibit. Though you 
add millions, and never so surprising, the fact of 
mechanics has not gained a grain’s weight. The 
spiritual fact remains unalterable/ by many or by 
few particulars; as no mountain is of any ap- 
])reciable height to bieak the curve of the sphere. 
A shrewd country-boy goes to the city for the 
first time, and the complacent citizen is not 
satisfied with his little \vonder. It is not that 
he docs not see all the fine Jiouses, and know 
that he never saw such before, but he disposes 
of them as easily as the poet finds place for the 
railway. The chief value of the new fact, is to 
cnli^ance the great aud constant fact of Life, 
winch can dwarf any and every circumstance, 
and to which the belt of wampum, and tlie 
commerce of America, are alike. 

The world being thus put under the mind for 
veib and noun, the poet is he who can articulate 
It. For, though life is great, and fascinates, 
and absorbs,—and though all men are intelligent 
of the symbols through which it is named,— 
yet they cannot originally use them. We are 
symbols, and inhabit symbols ^ workmen, work, 
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and tools, words and things, birth and death, Ths Post's 
all are emblems; iJbt we sympathize with the 
symbols, and, being infatuated with the economi¬ 
cal uses of things, we do not know that they 
are thoughts. The poet, by an ulterior in- 
tellectufd perception, gives them a power which 
makes their old use forgotten, and puts eyes, 
anc^ a tongue, into every dumb and inanimate 
object. He perceives the independence of the 
thought on the* symbol,—the stability of the 
thought, the accidency and fugitiveness of the 
symi^l. As the eyes of Lyncacus were said 
to see through the earth, so the poet turns the 
world to glasff, and shows us all things in their 
right series ancf procession. For, through that 
better perception, he stands one step nearer to 
things, and sees ^e flawing or metamorphosis; 
perceives that thought is multiform ; that within 
the form of every creature is a force impelling 
it to ascend into a higlicr form: and, following 
with his eyes the life, uses the forms which 
express that life, |nd so his speech flows with 
the flowing of nature. All the facts of the 
animal economy, sex, nutriment, gestation, birth, 
growth^are symbols of ihf passage of the w^rid 
into the soul of man, to suffer there a change, 
and reaj)pear a new and higher fact. He uses 
forms according to the life, and not according 
to the form. This is true science. The poet 
alone knows astronomy, chemistry, vegetation, 
and animation ; for he does not stop at these 
facts, but employs them as signs. He knows 
why the fieKi of space was strown with these 
flowers we call suns and moons and stars; why 
the great deep adorned with animals, with 
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men, and gods ; for, in eirery word he spealcs he 
***^s»U them as the horses of thought 

poetry*’ By virtue of this science the poet is the 
Namer or Language-maker, naming things some¬ 
times after their appearance, sometimes after their 
essence, and giving to every one its own name 
and not another's, thereby rejoicing the intellect, 
which delights in detachment or boundary. The 
poets made all the words, and therefore language 
is the archives of history, and, ^f we must say it, 
a sort of tomb of the muses. For, though the 
origin of most of our words is forgotten, each 
word was at first a stroke of genius, and obtained 
currency, because for the moment it symbolized 
the world to the first speaker and to the hearer. 
The etymologist finds the deadest word to have 
been once a brilliant picture. rLanguage is fossil 
poetry. As the limestone of the continent con¬ 
sists of infinite masses of the shells of animalcules, 
so language is made of images, or tropes, 
which now, in their secondary use, have long 
ceased to remind us of their noetic origin. But 
the poet names tlie thing because he sees it, or 
comes one step nearer to it than any other. 
TIms expression, or naming, is not art, but a 
second nature, grown out of the first, as a leaf 
out of a tree. What we call nature, is a certain 
self-regulated motion or change; and nature does 
all things by her own hands, and does not leave 
another to baptize her, but baptizes herself; and 
this through the metamorphosis again. I re¬ 
member that a certain poet described it to me 
thus: 

Genius is the activity which repairs the decays 
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of things, whether wholly or partly of a material The poefs 
and finite kind. Nature, through all her king- 
doms, insures herself. Nobody cares for plant¬ 
ing the poor fiingus: so she shakes down from 
the gills of one agaric, countless spores, any one 
of which, being preserved, transmits new billions 
of spores to-morrow, or next day. The new 
agavic of this hour has a chance which the old 
one had not. ^his atom of seed is thrown 
into a new place, not subject to the accidents 
which destroyed its parent two rods off. She 
makes a man; and having brought him to ripe 
age, she will^no longer run the risk of losing 
this wonder at^a blow, but she detaches from 
him a new self, that the kind may be safe from 
accidents to which the individual is exposed. 

So when the sosil of the poet has come to 
ripeness of thought, she detaches and sends away 
from it its poems or sougs,—a fearless, sleepless, 
deathless progeny, whid)i is not exposed to the 
accidents of the kingdom of time: a fearless, 
vivacious offspring clad with wings (such was 
the virtue of the soul out of which they c.ime), 
which carry them fast far, and infix them 
irrevocably into the hearts of men. These wtngs 
are the beauty of the poet’s soul. The songs, 
thus flying immortal from their mortal parent, 
are pursued by clamorous flights of censures, 
which swarm in far greater numbers, and threaten 
to devour them; but these last are not winged. 

At the end of a very short leap they fall plump 
down, and rot, having received from the souls 
out of which they came no beautiful wings. 

But the melodies of the poet ascend, and leap, 
and pierce into the deeps of infinite time. 
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Afceasion So far the bard taught me, using his freer 
speech. But nature has a‘higher end, in the 
production of new individuals, than security, 
namely, ascension^ or, the passage of the sou) 
into higher forms. I knew, in my younger days, 
the sculptor who made the statue of tljie youth 
which stands in the public garden. He was, as 
I remember, unable to tell, directly, what made 
him happy, or unhappy, but by wonderful in¬ 
directions he could tell. He rose one day, 
according to his habit, before the dawn, and 
saw the morning break, grand as the eternity 
out of which it came, and, for many days after, 
he strove to express this tranquillity, and, lo! 
his chisel had fashioned out of marble, the form 
of a beautiful youth, Phosphorus, whose aspect 
is such, that, it is said, all jicrsons who look 
on it become silent. The poet also resigns 
himself to his mood, and that thought which 
agitated him is expressAl, but a/ter Ufm, in a 
manner totally new. The expression is organic, 
or, the new tyjjc which things themselves take 
when liberated. As, in the sun, objects paint 
their images on the ^jetina of the eye, so they, 
shafing the aspiration of the whole univewe, tend 
to paint a firr more delicate copy of their essence 
in his mind. Like the metamorphosis of things 
into higher organic forms, is their change into 
melodics. Over everything stands its daemon, 
or soul, and as the form of the thing is rellccted 
by the eye, so the soul of the thing is reflected 
by a melody. The sea, the mountain-ridge, 
Niagara, and every flower-bed, pre-exist, or 
super-exist in pre-cantations, which sail like 
odours in the air, and when any man goes by 
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with an ear 8ufhcien|ly fine, he over-hears them, 
and endeavours to write down the notes, without 
diluting or depraving them. And herein is the 
legitimation of criticism, in the mind’s faith, that 
the poems are a corrupt version of some text in 
nature, with which they ought to be made to 
tally. A rhyme in one of our sonnets should 
not*be less pleasing than the iterated nodes of a 
sea-shell, or the Resembling difference of a group 
of flowers. The pairing of the birds is an idyl, 
not tedious as our idyls are; a tempest is a rough 
ode without falsehood or rant; a summer, with 
its harvest st^wn, reaped, and stoied, is an epic 
song, 8ubordin<«ting how many admirably ex¬ 
ecuted parts. Why should not the symmetry 
and truth that modulate these, glide into our 
spirits, and we •participate the invention of 
nature ? 

This insight, which expresses itself by what 
is called imagination, is a very high sort of 
seeing, which does nor come by study, but by 
the intellect bein^ where and what it secs, by 
sharing the jiath, or circuit of things through 
forms, and so making theoi translucid to others. 
The pJth of things is silent. Will they slSflcr 
a speaker to go with them ? A spy they will 
not suffer ; a lover, a ])oeT, is the transcendency 
of their own nature,— him they will suffer. 
The condition of true naming, on the poet’s 
part, is his resigning himself to the divine aura 
which breathes through forms, and accompany¬ 
ing that. 

It is a secret which every intellectual man 
quickly learns, that, beyond the energy of his 
possessed and conscious intellect, he is capable 
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of a new energy (as of an intellect doubled on 
itself), by abandonment to the nature of things ; 
that, beside his privacy of power as an individual 
nian, there is a great public power, on which he 
can draw, by unlocking, at all risks, his human 
doors, and suffering the ethereal tides taroll and 
circulate through him: then he is caught up into 
the life of the Universe, his speech is thuniiler, 
his thought is law, and his words are universally 
intelligible as the plants and animals. The poet 
knows that he speaks adequately, then only when 
he speaks somewhat wildly, or, “ with the flower 
of the mind ; not with the intellect, used as an 
organ, but with the intellect released from all 
service, and suffeied to take its direction from its 
celestial life; or, as the ancients were wont to 
express themselves, not with intellect alone, but 
with the intellect inebriated by nectar. As the 
traveller who has lost his way, throws his reins 
on his horse’s neck, and trusts to the instinct of 
the animal to find his road, so must we do witli 
the divine animal who carri^^s us through the 
world. For if in any manner we can stimulate 
this instinct, new passages are opened for us into 
naUre, the mind flows into and through things 
hardest and highest, and the metamorphosis is 
possible. 

'Phis is the reason why bards love wine, mead, 
narcotics, coffee, tea, opium, the fumes of sandal¬ 
wood and tobacco, or whatever other species of 
.inimal exhilaration. All men avail themselves 
of such means as they can, to add this extra¬ 
ordinary power to their normal powers; and to 
this end they prize conversation, music, pictures, 
sculpture, dancing, theatres, travelling, war, mobs. 
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fires, gaming, politics, or love, or science, or The 
animal intoxication,*which are several coarser or 
finer ^<id/i-mechanical substitutes for the true 
nectar, which is the ravishment of the intellect 
by coming nearer to the fact. These are auxili¬ 
aries to*the centrifugal tendency of a man, to 
his passage out into free space, and they help 
him to eBca]}e the custody of that body in which 
he is pent up, and of that jail-yard of individual 
relations in whfch he is enclosed. Hence, a 
great number of such as were professionally ex- 
pressers of Beauty, as painters, poets, musicians, 
and actors, have been more than others wont to 
lead a life oT pleasure and indulgence; all but 
the few who received the true nectar; and, as 
it was a spurious mode of attaining freedom, as 
it was an emancipation not into the heavens, but 
into the freedom of baser places, they wcie 
punished for that advantage they won, by a 
dissipation and deterioration. But never can 
any advantage be taken of nature by a trick. 

The spirit of the^orld, the great calm presence 
of the creator, comes not forth to the sorceries 
of opium or of wine. The sublime vision comes 
to the^ure and simple soul in a clean and chaste 
body. That which we owe to narcotics is not 
an inspiration, but some counterfeit excitement 
and fury. Milton says, that the lyric poet may 
drink wine and live generously, but the epic 
poet, he who shall sing of the gods, and their 
descent unto men, must drink water out of a 
wooden bowl. For poetry is not Devil’s 
wine,*^ but God’s wine. It is with this as 
it is with toys. We fill the hands and nurseries 
of our children with all manner of dolls, drums, 
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Power of and horses, withdrawin? their eyes from the 
face and sufficing objects of nature, the 
sun, and moon, the animals, the water, and 
stones, which should be their toys. So the 
poet’s habit of living should be set on> a key so 
low and plain, that the common inhueno?8 should 
delight liim. His cheerfulness should be the 
gift of the sunlight; the air should sufficed for 
his inspiration, and he should be tipsy with 
water. That spirit which sultces quiet hearts, 
which seems to conic forth to such from every 
dry knoll of sere grass, from every pine-stump, 
and half-imbedded stone, on which the dull 
March sun shines, comes fort,h to the poor 
and hungry, and such as are of simple taste. 
If thou liil thy brain with Boston and New 
York, with fashion and covetousness, and wilt 
stimulate thy jaded senses with wine and French 
coffee, thou shalt find no radiance of wisdom 
in the lonelv waste of th^ pinewoods. 

11 the imagination intoxicates the poet, it is 
not inactive in other men. The metamorphosis 
excites in the bcdiolder an emotion of joy. The 
use of symbols has a certain power of emancipa¬ 
tion, and exhilaration for all men. We reem to 
be touched by a wand, which makes us dance 
and run about h.ippily, like children. We arc 
like persons who come out of .a cave or cellar 
into the open air. This is the effect on us of 
tropes, fables, oracles, and all poetic forms. 
Poets arc thus liberating gods. Men have 
really got a new sense, and found within their 
world another world, or nest of worlds; for, 
the metamorphosis once seen, we divine that it 
does not stop. I will not now consider how 
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much this makes the charm of algebra and the Soma rraat 
mathematics, which’also have their tro})e6, but it **®***“1®<^ 
is feJc in every definition ; as, when Aristotle 
defines space to be an immoveable vessel, in which 
things arc contained ; or, when Plato defines a 
line to be a flowing point; or, to be u 

bound of a solid ; and many the like. What a 
joyliil sense of freedom wc have, when Vitiuvius 
announces the old opinion of artists, that no 
architect can buTld any house well who does 
not know something ofanatomy. When Socrates, 
in Charmides, tells us that the soul is cured of 
its maladies by certain incantations, and that 
these incantafio^s are beautiful reasonvs, from 
which tenifyerance is generated in souls; when 
Plato calls the world an animal ; and Timxus 
affirms that plant^also are animals ; or afliims a 
man to be a heavenly tree, growing with his root, 
which is his head, upward ; and, as George 
Chapman, following liAn, writes,— 

“ So in our tree of man, whose nervie root 
Springf* in hi^top ; ” 

when Orpluus speaks of hoariness as ‘‘that 
white fk)wer which marks extreme old agc»; 
when Proclus calls the universe the statue of 
the intellect; when Chaucer, in his praise of 
GentiJesse,^^ compares good blood in mean 
condition to fire, which, though carried to the 
darkest house bt^twixt this and the mount of 
Caucasus, will yet hold its natural office, and 
bum as bright as if twenty thousand men did it 
behold ; when John saw, in the apocalypse, the 
ruin of the world through evil, and the stars fall 
from heaven, as the fig-tree casteth her untimely 
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fruit; when ^sop reporti the whole catalogue 
of common daily relations thVough the masouerade 
of birds and beasts;—we take the cheernil hint 
of the immortality of our essence, and its versatile 
habit and escapes, as when the gypsies say, ** it 
is in vain to hang them, they cannot dip.** 

The poets are thus liberating gods. The 
ancient British bards had for the title of ^eir 
order, “Those who arc free throughout the 
world.’* They are free, an<f they make free. 
An imaginative book renders us much more 
service at first, by stimulating us through its 
tropes, than afterward, when we arrive at the 
precise sense of the author. I tHink nothing is 
of any value in books, excej>ting the transcen¬ 
dental and extraordinary. If a man is inflamed 
and carried away by his thoi^ht, to that degree 
that he forgets the authors and the public, and 
heeds only this one dream, which holds him 
like an insanity, let me read his paper, and you 
may have all the arguments, ^and histories, and 
criticism. All the value ^hich attaches to 
Pythagoras, Paracelsus, Cornelius Agrippa, Car¬ 
dan, Kepler, Swedenborg, Scheiling, Oken, or 
any other who introduces questionable f^cts into 
his cosmogony, as angels, devils, magic, astrology, 
palmistry, mesmerism, and so on, is the certificate 
we have of departure from routine, and that here 
is a new witness. That also is the best success 
in conversation, the magic of liberty, which puts 
the world, like a b;t}], in our hands. How cheap 
even the liberty then seems; how mean to study, 
when an emotion communicates to the intellect 
the power to sap and upheave nature: how great 
the perspective! nations, times, systems, enter and 
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disappear, like threads in tapestry of large figure 
and many colors; dfeam delivers us to dream, endive***** 
and, while the drunkenness lasts, we will sell our 
bed, our philosophy, our religion, in our opulence. 

There is good reason why we should prize 
this liberation. The fate of the poor shepherd, 
who, blinded and lost in the snow-storm, 
fjeriihes in a drift within a few feet of his 
cottage-door, is an emblem of the state of man. 

On the brink of^the waters of life and truth, 
we are miserably dying. The inaccessibleness 
of every thought but that we are in, is wonderful. 

What if you come near to it,—you are as remote 
when you are nearest as when you aic farthest. 

Every thought is also a prison ; every heaven 
is also a prison. Therefore we love the poet, 
the inventor, wh(^ in any form, whether in an 
ode, or in an actioti, or in looks and behaviour, 
has yielded us a new thought. He unlocks oi.r 
chains, and admits us to^ new scene. 

This emancipation is dear to all men ; and 
the power to imp^t it, as it must come from 
greater depth and scope of thought, is a measure 
of intellect. Therefore all books of the imagina¬ 
tion endure, all which ascend to that truth, that 
the writer sees nature beneath him, and uses it 
as his exponent. Every verse or sentence, 
possessing this virtue, will take care of its own 
immortality. The religions of the world are 
the ejacubtiona of a few imaginative men. 

But the quaUty of the imagination is to flow, 
and not to freeze. The poet did not stop at 
the colour, or the form, but read their meaning; 
neither may he rest in this meaning, but he 
makes the same objects exponents of his new 
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Symbols thought. Here is the difTerence betwixt the 
held!fgh«y mystic, that the last nails a symbol 

to one sense, which was a true sense for a 
moment, but soon becomes old and false. For 
all symbols are fluxional; all language is vehicular 
and transitive, and is good, as ferries and horses 
are, for conveyance, not as farms and houses 
ai\^, for homestead. Mysticism consists ia the 
mistake of an accidental and individual symbol for 
a universal one. The morning-redness happens 
to be the favourite meteor to the eyes of Jacob 
Behmen, and comes to stand to him for truth 
and faith ; and, he believes, it should stand for 
the same realities to every iy?ader. But the 
first reader prefers as naturally the symbol of a 
mother and child, or a gardener and his bulb, 
or a jeweller polishing a gem# Either of these, 
or of a myriad more, are equally good to the 
jx.*r8on to whom they are significant. Only they 
must be held lightly,* and be very willingly 
translued into the equivalent*term8 which others 
use. And the mystic must%be steadily told,— 
All that you say is just as true without the 
tedious use of that ^'mbol as with it. Let us 
ha^e a little algebra, instead of this trite«rhetoric, 
—universal signs, instead of these village symbols, 
—and we shall both be gainers. The history 
of hierarchies stems to show, that all religious 
eiTor consisted in making the symbol too stark 
and solid, and, at last, nothing but an excess of 
the organ of language. 

Swedenborg, of all men in the recent ages, 
stands eminently for the translator of nature 
into thought. I do not know the man in history 
to whom things stood so uniformly for words. 
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Before him the metamorphosis eoDtinually pJays. 
Everything on which his eye rests, obeys the 
impulses of moral nature. The figs become 
grapes whilst he eats them. When some of 
his angels affirmed a truth, the laurel twig which 
they held Jblossomed in their hands. The noise 
which, at a distance, appeared like gnashing 
and ihumping, on coming nearer was found to 
be the voice of disputants. The men, in one 
of his visions, seeft in heavenly light, appeared 
like dragons, and seemed in darkness; but to each 
other they appeared as men, and, when the light 
from heaven shone into their cabin, they com¬ 
plained of the M^rkness, and were compelled to 
shut the window that they might see. 

There was this perception in him, which makes 
the poet or seer, |n object of awe and tenor, 
namely, that the same man, or society of men, 
may wear one aspect to themselves and their 
companions, and a different aspect to higher in¬ 
telligences. Certain priests, whom he describes 
as conversing very Jearnedly together, appeared 
to the children, who were at some distance, like 
dead horses; and many the like misappearances. 
And instantly the mind inquires, whether th^'se 
fishes under the bridge, yonder oxen in the 
pisture, those dogs in the yard, arc immutably 
fishes, oxen, and dogs, or only so appear to me, 
and perchance to themscjves appear upright men; 
and whether I ap[jear as a man to all eyes. The 
Brahmins and Pythagoras propounded the same 
question, and if any poet has witnessed the trans¬ 
formation, he doubtless found it in harmony with 
various experiences. We have ail seen changes 
as considerable in wheat and caterpillars. He is 
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Wanted— the poet, and shall draw us with lore and terror, 
a poet through the lowing Test, the firm 

nature, and can declare it. 

1 look in Tain for the poet whom I describe. 
We do not, with sufficient plainness, or sufficient 
profoundness, address ourselves to life, nor dare 
we chaunt our own times and social circumstance. 
If wc filled the day with bravery, we shoulir. not 
shrink from celebrating it. Time and nature 
yield us many gifts, but not yet the timely man, 
the new religion, the reconciler, whom all things 
await. Dante's praise is, that he dared to write 
his autobiography in colossal cipher, or into 
universality. We have yet lyid no genius in 
America, with tyrannous eye, which knew the 
value of our incomparable materials, and saw, in 
t)ic barbarism and matcrial^im of the times, 
another carnival of the same gods whose picture 
it so much admires in Homer; then in the 
middle age; then in tCalvinism. Banks and 
tariffs, the newspaper and V'aucus, methodism 
and unitarianism, arc flat anc^ dull to dull people, 
but rest on the same foundations of wonder as 
the town of Troy and the temple of Delphi and 
arv as swiftly passing away. Our logrolling, 
our stumps and their politics, our fisheries, our 
Negroes, and Indians, our boats, and our re* 
pudiations, the wrath of rogues, and the pusillan¬ 
imity of honest men, ^e northern trade, the 
soutiiern planting, the western clearing, Oregon 
and Texas, are yet unsung. Yet America is a 
poem in our eyes; ha ample geography dazzles 
the imagination, and it will not wait tong for 
metres. If 1 have not found that excellent 
combination of gifts in my countrymen which I 
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seek, neither coold I aid myself to fix the idea Art is the 
of the poet by readingnow and then in Chalmers’s 
collection of five centuries of English poets. 

These are wits, more than poets, though there 
have been poets among them. But when we 
adhere to«the idea) of the poet, we have our diifi- 
culties even with Milton and Homer. Milton is 
too literary, and Homer too literal and histoncal. 

But 1 am not wise enough for a national 
criticism, and mu£ use the old largeness a little 
longer, to discharge my errand from the muse 
to the poet concerning his art. 

Art is the path of the creator to his work. 

The paths, or ipethods, are ideal and eternal, 
though few men ever see them,—not the artist 
himself, for years, or for a lifetime, unless he come 
into the conditioi^. The painter, the sculptor, 
the composer, the epic rhapsodist, the orator, all 
paitake one desire, namely, to express themselves 
symmetrically, and abundantly, not dwarfishly and 
fragmentarily. They found or put themselves in 
certain conditions, the painter and sculptor 
before some impressive human figures; the 
orator, into the assembly ^ of the people; and 
the othys, in such scenes as each has found 
exciting to his intellect; and each presently 
feels the new desire. He hears a voice, he 
sees a beckoning. Then he is apprised, with 
wonder, what herds of daemons hem him in. 

He can no more rest; he says, with the old 
painter, **By God, it is in me, and must go 
forth of me.’* He pursues a beauty, half seen, 
which flies before him. The poet pours out 
verses in every solitude. Most of the things 
he says are conventional, no doubt; but by 
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The poem and by be says something which is original and 
tfan^^e beautiful. That charms him. He would say 
nothing else but such things. In our way of 
talking, we say, ‘*That is yours, this is mine;’’ 
but the poet knows well that it is not his; that 
it is as strange and beautiful to him a? to you; 
he would fain hear the like eloquence at length. 
Once having tasted this immortal ichor, hcican¬ 
not have enough of it, and, as an admirable 
creative power exists in these^ intellections, it is 
of the last importance that these things get 
spoken. What a little of ail we know is said! 
What drops of all the sea of our science are 
baled up! and by what accideqj it is that these 
are exposed, when so many secrets sleep in 
nature! Hence the necessity of speech and 
song; hence these throbs aryj heart-beatings in 
the orator, at the door of the assembly, to the 
end, namely, that thought may be ejaculated as 
Logos, or Word. t 
Doubt not, O poet, but •persijjt. Say, “It 
ivS in me, and shall out.” ^tand there, baulked 
and dumb, stuttering and stammering, hissed 
and hooted, stand and strive, until, at last, rage 
dr^w out of thee that </mim-power whj^h every 
night shows thee is thine own ;—a })0\i'cr trans¬ 
cending all limit and privacy, and by virtue of 
which a man is the conductor of the whole river 
of electricity. Nothing w.ilk8, or creeps, or 
grows, or exists, which must not in turn arise 
and walk before him as exponent of his meaning. 
Comes he to that power, his genius is no longer 
exhaustible. All the creatures, by pairs and by 
tribes, pour into his mind as into a Noah’s ark, 
to romc forth again to people a new world. 
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Thia is like the atod^of air for our respiration, 
or for the combustion of our fire-place, not a 
measurt of gallons, but the entire atmosphere if 
wanted. And therefore the rich poets, as 
Homer, Chaucer, Shakspeare, and Raphael, 
have obmualy no limits to their works, except 
the limits of their lifetime, and resemble a 
mirror carried through the street, ready to 
render an image gf every created thing. 

O poet! a new nobility is conferred in groves 
and pastures, and not in castles, or by tlic sword- 
blade, any longer. The conditions are hard, 
but equal. Thou shall leave the world, and 
know the muse ^nly. Thou shall not know 
any longer the time, customs, graces, politics, 
or opinions of men, but shah take all from the 
muse. For the tiine of towns is tolled from 
the world by funereal chimes, but in nature the 
universal hours are counted by succeeding tribes 
of animals and plants, aild by growth of joy on 
joy. God wills al^o that thou abdicate a mani¬ 
fold and duplex lif[^ and th.it thou be content 
tliat others speak for thee. Others shall be thy 
gentlemen, and shall repre8||nt all courtesy and 
worldly life for thee; others shall do the grtUt 
and resounding actions also. Thou shah lie 
close hid with nature, and ennst not be afforded 
to the Capitol or the Exchange. The world 
is full of renunciations and apprenticeships, and 
this is thine; thou must pass for a fool and a 
churl for a long season. This is the screen and 
sheath in which Pan has protected his well- 
beloved flower, and thou shall be known only 
to thine own, and they shall console thee with 
tenderest love. And thou shall not be able to 
II c 
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rehearse the names of thv friends in thy verse, 
for an old shame before the holy ideal. And 
this is the reward: that the ideal shall be real 
to thee, and the impressions of the actual world 
shall fall like summer rain, copious, but not 
troublesome, to thy invulnerable essence. Thou 
shall have the whole land for thy park and 
manor, the sea for thy bath and navi^tion, 
without tax "and without envy; the woods and 
the rivers thou shall own; and thou shall 
possess thjt wherein others are only tenants 
and boarders. Thou true land-lord ! sea-lord ! 
air-lord! Wherever snow falls, or water flows, 
or birds fly, wherever day a^'d night meet in 
twilight, wherever the blue heaven is hung by 
clouds, or sown with stars, wherever are forms 
with transparent boundaries, *vherever are outlets 
into celestial space, wherever is danger, and 
awe and love, there is Beauty, plenteous as 
rain, shed for thee, atid though thou should&t 
walk the world over, thou ^alt not be able to 
find a condition inopportune or ignoble. 
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EXPERIENCE 

The lords of life, the lords of ItfCi—> 

1 saw them pass 
In their own ^uise, 

Like and unlike, 

Portly and grim, 

Use and Surprise, 

Surface Snd Dream, 

SucccssionWift, and spectral Wrong, 

Temperament without a tongue. 

And the inventor of the game 
Omnipresent^without name;— 

Some to see, some to be guessed, 

They marched from east to west: 

Little man, least o>f all, 

Among the legs of Pis guardians tall. 

Walked about with puzzled look - 
Him by the hand dear nature took ; 

Dearest natur^ strong .and kind, 

Whispered, “Darling, never mind! 

To-morrow they wili year another face, 

Xhe founder thou ! these are thy race 1" 

\A/HERE do we find ourselves? lo aAsUniia 
series, of which we do not know the 
extremes, and believe that it has none. We 
wake, and find ourselves on a stair: there are 
stairs below us, which we seem to have ascended ; 
there are stairs above us, many a one, which go 
upward and out of sight. But the Genius which, 
according to the old belief, stands at the door 
by which we enter, and gives us the lethe to 
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Wisdom, drink, that we may tell no tales, mixed the cup 
**tuS7como too Btronf>ly, and we cannot shake off the lethargy 
unawares nooii-day. Sleep lingers all our lifetime 

about our eyes, as night hovers all day in the 
boughs of the fir-tree. All things swim and 
glimmer. Our life is not so much threatened as 
our perception. Ghost-like we glide through 
nature, and should not know our place again. 
Did our birth fall in some fit^of indigence and 
frugality in nature, that she was so sparing of 
her fire and so liberal of her earth, that it appears 
to us that we lack the affirmative principle, and 
though we have health and reason, yet we have 
no superfiuity of spirit for nevin creation ? We 
have enough to live and bring the year about, 
but not an ounce to impart or to invest. Ah, 
that our Genius were a little,<^ore of a genius! 
We are like millers on the lower levels of a 
stream, when the factories above them have 
exhausted the water. -We, too, fancy that the 
upper people must have raised* their dams. 

If any of us knew whi^t we were doing, 
or where we are going, then when we think 
we best know! We cjp not know to-day whether 
we arc busy or idle. In times, when we< thought 
ourselves indolent, we have alterwards discovered, 
that much was accomplished, and much was begun 
in us. All our days are so unprofitable while 
they pass, th.at ’tie wonderful where or when we 
ever got anything of this which we call wisdom, 
poetry, virtue. We never got it on any dated 
calendar day. Some heavenly days must have 
been intercalated somewhere, like those that 
Hermes won with dice of the Moon, that 
Osiris might be bom. It is said, all martyr- 
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doms looked mean when they were auflered. *TisdU- 
Every ship is a romantic object, except that we e^haa? 
sail in. Embark, and the romance quits our meat 
vessel, and hangs on every other sail in the 
horizon. Our life looks trivial, and we shun 
to record it. Men seem to have learned of the 
horizon the art of perpetual retreating and rc- 
fer«ce. Yonder uplands arc rich pasturage, 
and my neighbo^ has fertile meadow, but my 
field,” says the querulous farmer, **oniy holds 
the world together.” I quote another man's 
saying; unluckily, that other withdraws himself 
in the same way, and quotes me. 'Tis the trick 
of nature thus (o degrade to-day; a good deal 
of buzz, and somewhere a result slipped magically 
in. Every roof is agreeable to the eye, until it 
is lifted: then hnd tragedy, and moaning 
women, and hard-eyed husbands, and deluges 
of lethe, and the men ask, ** What's the news ? ” 
as if the old were so bad! How many individuals 
can we count in sodfety ? how many actions ? how 
many opinions? much of our time is pre¬ 
paration, so much is routine, and so much retro¬ 
spect, that the pith of each man’s genius contracts 
itself tOaS very few hours. I'he history of litera¬ 
ture—take the net result of Tiraboschi, Warton, 
or Schlegel—is a sum of very few ideas, and of 
very few original tales,—all the rest being varia¬ 
tions of these. So in this great society wide 
lying around us, a critical analysis would find 
very few spontaneous actions. It is almost all 
custom and gross sense. There are even few 
opinions, and these seem organic in the speakers, 
and do not disturb the oniversal** necessity. 

What opium is instilled into all disaster 1 It 
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Shallow- shows formidable as we approach ity but there 

rough rasping friction, but the most 
slippery, sliding surfaces* We fail soft on a 
thought. j4te Dea is gentle, 

<< Over men’s heads walking aloft, 

With tender feet treading so soh'.'*’ 

People grieve and bemoan themselves, but ^t is 
not half so bad with them as they say. There 
are moods in which we court suffering, in the 
hope that here, at least, we shall find reality, 
sharp peaks and edges of truth* But it turns 
out to be scene-painting and counterfeit. The 
only thing grief has taught n>c, is to know 
how shallow it is. That, like all the rest, 
plays about the surface, and never introduces 
me into the reality, for cof^tact with which, 
we would even pay the costly price of sons 
and lovers. Was it Boscovich who found out 
that bodies never come contact ? Well, souls 
never touch their objects. An innavigable sea 
washes with silent waves between us and the 
things we aim at and converse with. Grief, 
loo, will make us idealists. In the death of 
my' son, now more than two years ago,t, I seem 
to have lost a beautiful estate,—no more. I 
cannot get it nearer to me. If to-morrow 1 
should ^ informed of the bankruptcy of my 
principal debtors, the loss of my property would 
be a great inconvenience to me, perhaps, for 
many years; but it would leave me as it found 
me,—neither better nor worse. So is it with 
tliis calamity: it does not touch me: something 
which 1 fancied^vas a part of me,—which could 
not be torn away without tearing me, nor en- 
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larged without enriching me, fiiils oif from me, 
and leaves no scar, was caducous. I grieve 
that grief can teach me nothing, nor carry me 
one step into real nature. The Indian who was 
laid under a curse, that the wind should not blow 
on him, [|pr water flow to him, nor fire burn him, 
is a type of us all. The dearest events are 
sumgier rain, and we the Para coats that shed 
every drop. Nothing is left us now but death. 
We look to that #ith a grim satisfaction, saying, 
there at least is reality that will not dodge us. 

I take this evanescence and lubricity of all 
objects, which lets them slip through our fingers 
then when w^ clutch hardest, to be the most 
unhandsome part of our condition. Nature docs 
not like to be observed, and likes that wc should 
be her fools and ^jaymates. We may have the 
sphere for our cricket-ball, but not a berry for 
our philosophy. Direct strokes she never gave 
us power to make; all ^ur blows glance, ail our 
hits are accidents. • Our relations to each other 
are oblique and casjpl. 

Dream delivers us to dream, and there is no 
end to ijlusion. Life is a*train of moods lik^ a 
string of beads, and, as wc pass through them, 
they prove to be many-coloured lenses which 
paint the world their own hue, and each shows 
only what lies in its focus. From the mountain 
you see the mountain. We animate what we 
can, and wc sec only what we animate. Nature 
and books belong to the eyes that sec them. It 
depends on the mood of the man, whether he 
shall see the sunset or the fine poem. There 
are always sunsets, and there is always genius; 


* 

Lifs, a 
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but only a few hours so serene that we can relish 
nature or criticism. The more or less depends 
on structure or temperament. Temperafnent is 
the iron wire on which the beads are strung. 
Of what use is fortune or talent to a cold and 
defective nature? Who cares what sensibility 
or discrimination a man has at some time shown, 
if he falls asleep in his chair ? or if he laugl^and 
giggle? or if he apologise? or is affected with 
egotism ? or thinks of his dolfar ? or cannot go 
by food ? or has gotten a child in his boyhood ? 
Of what use is genius, if the organ is too convex 
or too concave, and cannot find a focal distance 
within the actual horizon of l^uiiian life ? Of 
what use, it the brain is too cold or too hot, 
and the man does not care enough for results, 
to stimulate him to cx|jerime^t, and hold him 
up in it ? or if the web is too finely woven, too 
irritable by pleasure and pain, so that life stagnates 
fiom too much reception, without due outlet? 
Of what use to make heroic vows of amend¬ 
ment, if the same old law-^rcaker is to keep 
them? What cheer can the religious sentiment 
yield, when that is suspected to be secretly de¬ 
pendent on the seasorhi of the year, and |he state 
of the blood ? 1 knew a witty physician who 

found theology in the biliary duct, and used to 
affirm that if there was disease in the liver, the 
man became a Calvinist, and if that organ was 
sound he became a Unitarian. Very mortifying 
is the reluctant experience that some unfriendly 
excess or imbecility neutralizes the promise of 
genius. We see young men who owe us a new 
world, so readily and lavishly they promise, but 
they never acquit the debt; they die young and 
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dodge the account: or if they live, they lose and its In- 
themselireft io the erWd. Tlnclblllty 

Temperament also enters fully into the system 
of iliusioDS, and shuts us in a prison of glass 
which we cannot see. There is an optical 
illusion ^bout every person we meet. In truth, 
they are all creatures of given temperament, 
which will appear in a given character, whose 
boundaries they will never pass: but we look 
at them, they sefm alive, and we presume there 
is impulse in them. In the moment, it seems 
impulse; in the year, in the lifetime, it turns 
out to be a certain uniform tune which the re¬ 
volving barrel ^of the music-box must play. 

Men resist the conclusion in the morning, but 
adopt it as the evening wears on, that temper 
prevails over everything of time, place, and 
condition, and is inconsumable in the flames of 
religion. Some modifications the moral sentiment 
avails to impose, but thg individual texture holds 
its dominion, if not to bias the moral judgments, 
yet to fix the m^urc of activity and of en¬ 
joyment. 

1 thus express the law as it is read from the 
platfoqji of ordinary life,* but must not lea^c it 
without noticing the capital exception. For 
temperament is a power which no man willingly 
hears any one praise but himself. On the plat¬ 
form of physics, we cannot resist the contracting 
influences of so-called science, Temperament 
puts ail divinity to rout. I know the mental 
proclivity of physicians. I hear the chuckle of 
the phrenologists. Theoretic kidnappers and 
slave-drivers, they esteem each man the victim 
of another, who winds him round his Anger by 
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It is the knowing the law of his being, and by such 
**'poS2r?B cheap signboards as the cblour of his beard, 

vUtutlon slojje of his occiput, read the inventory 

of his fortunes and character. The grossest 
ignorance does not disgust like this impudent 
knowingness. The physicians say, they are not 
materialists; but they are:—Spirit is matter 
reduced to an extreme thinness: O so thini»~ 
But the definition of sfnritual should be, that 
which is its own evidence. What notions do 
they attach to love 1 what to religion! One 
would not willingly pronounce these words in 
their hearing, and give them the occasion to pro¬ 
fane them. I saw a gracious gentl^mhn who adapts 
his conversation to the form of the head of the 
man he talks with! 1 had fancied that the 

value of life lay in its inscrutable possibilities; 
in the fact, that I never know, in addressing 
myself to a new individual, what may befall me. 
I carry the keys of my cfstle in my hand, ready 
to throw them at the feet of n^y lord, whenever 
and in what disguise soever l)e shall appear. I 
know he is in the neighbourhood, hidden among 
vagabonds. Shall 1 preclude my future, by 
takyig a high seat, knd kindly adapting my 
conversation to the shape of heads? When 1 
come to that, the doctors shall buy me for a 

cent.-“ But, sir, medical history ; the report 

to the Institute; the proven facts 1 ”—I distrust 
the facts and the inferences. Temperament is 
the veto or limitation-power in the constitu¬ 
tion, very justly applied to restrain an oppoate 
excess in the constitution, but absurdly offered 
as a bar to original equity. When virtue is in 
presence, all subordinate powers sleep. On its 
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own level, or in the view of nature, temperament is 
final. I see not, if oiA be once caught in this trap •^cI7urt 
of so-called sciences, any escape for the roan from 
the links of the chain of physical necessity. 

Given such an embryo, such a history must 
follow. JDn this platform, one lives in a sty of 
sensualism, and would soon come to suicide. 

But ait is impossible that the creative power 
should exclude itself. Into every intelligence 
there is a door ^9hich is never closed, through 
which the creator passes. The intellect, seeker 
of absolute truth, or the heart, lover of absolute 
good, intervenes for our succour, and at one 
whisper of th^s^ high powers, we awake from 
ineffectual struggles with this nightmare. We 
hurl it into its own hell, and cannot again 
contract ourselves jo so base a state. 

The secret of the iilusot iness is in the necessity 
of a succession of mood%or objects. Gladly we 
would anchor, butr the anchorage is quicksand. 

This onward tricl^of nature is too strong for 
us: Prro muove. When, at night, I look 
at the moon and stars, I seem stationary, and 
they tojiurry. Our loveVf the real draws^us 
to permanence, but health of body consists in 
circulation, and sanity of mind in variety or 
facility of association. Wc need change of 
objects. Dedication to one thought is quickly 
odious. We house with the insane, and must 
humour them ; then conversation dies out. Once 
I took such delight in Montaigne, that 1 
thought I should not need any other book; 
before that, in Shakspeare; then in Plutarch; 
then in Plotinus; at one time in Bacon ; after- 
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A painful wards in Goethe; even in Bettine; bat now 

discovery j pages of cither of them languidly, 

whilst I still cherish their genius. So with 
pictures; each will bear an emphasis of attention 
once, which it cannot retain, though we fain 
would continue to be pleased in tha^ manner. 
How strongly 1 have felt of pictures, that when 
you have seen one well, you must take *^our 
leave of it; you shall never see it again. I 
have had good lessons from pictures, which I 
have since seen without emotion or remark. 
A deduction must be made from the opinion, 
which even the wise express of a new book or 
occurrence. Their opinion gives me tidings of 
their mood, and some vague guess at the new 
fact, hut is nowise to be trusted as the lasting 
relation between that intellect and that thing. 
The child asks,—“ Mamma, why don't I like 
the story as well as when you told it me 
yesterday ?" Alas ! (/lild, it is even so with 
the oldest cherubim of knowledge. But will 
it answer thy question to say,—Because thou 
wert born to a whole, and this story is a 
particular i The reason of the pain this discovery 
causes us (and we make it late in respect to 
works of art and intellect), is the plaint of 
tragedy which murmurs from it in regard to 
persons, to friendship and love. 

That immobility and absence of elasticity 
which we hnd in the arts, we hnd with more 
pain in the artist. There is no power of ex¬ 
pansion in men. Our friends early appear to 
us representatives of certain ideas, which they 
never pass or exceed. They stand on the brink 
of the ocean of thought and power, but they 
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never take the single step that would bring them Somettaiiif 
there. A man is like a bit of Labrador spar, 
which has no lustre as you turn it in your hand, 
until you come to a particular angle; then it 
shows deep and beautimi colours. There is no 
adaptation or universal applicability in men, but 
each has his special talent, and the mastery of 
successful men consists in adroitly keeping them¬ 
selves where and jrhen that turn shall be oftenest 
to be practised. We do what we must, and 
call it by the best names we can, and would 
fain have the praise of having intended the result 
which ensues. 1 cannot recall any form of man 
who is not supv^Huous sometimes. But is not 
this pitiful ? Life is not worth the taking, to do 
tricks in. 

Of course, it n^ds the whole society, to give 
the symmetry we seek. The parti-coioured 
wheel must revolve very fast to appear white. 
Something is learned too by conversing with 
so much folly aifd defect. In fine, whoever 
loses, we are al^ys of the gaining party. 

Divinity is behind our failures and follies also. 

The plays of children are nonsense, but very 
educatine nonsense. So is it with the largest 
and solemnest things, with commerce, govern¬ 
ment, church, marriage, and so with the history 
of every man’s bread, and the ways by which 
he is to come by it. Like a bird which alights 
nowhere, but hops perpetually from bough to 
bough, is the Power which abides in no man 
and in no woman, but for a moment speaks from 
this one, and for another moment from that one. 

But what help from tnese fineries or pedantries; 
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Intellect What help from thought ? J^ife is not dialectics. 

will ■nniir * ON 

•eden^tde f think, in these times, have had lessons 
enough of the futility of criticism. Our young 
people have thought and written much on labour 
and reform, and for all that they ha?e written, 
neither the world nor themselves hav<*got on a 
step. Intellectual tasting of life will not su|)er- 
sede muscular activity. If a man should Con¬ 
sider the nicety of the pass^c of a piece of 
bread down his throat, he would starve. At 
Education-Farm, the noblest theory of life sat 
on the noblest figures of young men and maidens, 
quite powerless and melancholy. ^ It would not 
rake or pitch a ton of hay; it would not rub 
down a horse; and the men and maidens 
it left pale and hungry. A political orator 
wittily compared uur party piomises to western 
roads, which opened stately enough, with planted 
trees on either side, to tempt the traveller, but 
soon became narrow aid narrower, and ended 
in a squirrel-track, and ran u{} a tree. So does 
culture with us; it ends in^ head-ache. Un¬ 
speakably sad and barren does life look to those, 
who a few months |go were dazzled with the 
spkmdour of the promise of the times, There 
is now no longer any right course of action, 
nor any self-devotion left among the Iranis.*’ 
Objections and criticism we have had our fill of. 
There are objections to every course of life 
and action, and the ])ractical wisdom infers an 
indilFerency, from the omnipresence of ol^ecdon. 
The whole frame of things preaches indiftcrency. 
Do not craze yourself with thinking, but go 
about your business anywhere. Life is not 
intellectual or critical, but sturdy. Its chief 
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good it for well-mixed people who can enjoy Reipecttbe 
what they find, witRout question. Nature hates 
peeping, and our mothers speak her very sense 
when they say, ** Children, eat your victuals, 
and say no more of it.” To fill the hour,— 
that is diappiness; to fill the hour, and leave 
no crevice for a repentance or an approval. We 
liv# amid surfaces, and the true art of life is to 
skate well on tli^m. Under the oldest, mouldiest 
conventions, a man of native force prospers just 
as well as in the newest world, and that by skill 
of handling and treatment. He can take hold 
anywhere. Life itself is a mixture of |X)wer 
and form, ancl |i/iil not bear the least excess of 
either. To finish the moment, to find the 
journey’s end in every step of the road, to 
live the greate|( number of good hours, is 
wisdom. It is not the part of men, but oi 
fanatics, or of mathematicians, if you will, to 
say, that, the shortnesf of life considered, it is 
not worth caring*whcthcr for so short a duration 
we were sprawljpg in want, or sitting high. 

Since our office is with moments, let us husband 
them. Five minutes of to-day are worth as 
much 40 me as five minufes in the next milten- 
nium. ^ Let us be poised, and wise, and our own 
to-day. Let us treat the men and women well: 
treat them as if they were real: r^erhaps they are. 

Men live in their fancy, like drunkards whose 
hands are too soft and tremulous for successful 
labour. It is a tempest of fancies, and the only 
ballast 1 know, is a respect to the present hour. 

Without any shadow of doubt, amidst this vertigo 
of shows and politics, I settle myself ever the 
firmer in the creed, that we should not postpone 
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Opposite and refer and wish, but do broad juBtice where 
phUosopfaiee whomsoever we deal with, accepting 

our actual companions and circumstancesi, how* 
ever humble or odious, as the mystic officials 
to whom the universe has delegated its whole 
pleasure for us. If these are mean and malignant, 
their contentment, which is the last victory of 
justice, is a more satisfying echo to the heCirt, 
than the voice of poets and the casual sympathy 
of admit able persons. 1 think that however a 
tlioughtful man may suffer from the defects and 
absurdities of his company, he cannot without 
affectation deny to any set of men and women, a 
sensibility to extraordinary meriiu The coarse 
and frivolous have an instinct of superiority, if 
they have not a sympathy and honour it in their 
blind capricious way with sincene homage. 

The fine young people despise life, but in me, 
and in such as with me are free from dyspepsia, 
and to whom a day is a lound and solid good, 
it is a great excess of politeness to look scornful 
and to cry for company. J am grown by 
sympathy a little eager and sentimental, but 
leave me alone, and 1 should relish every hour 
and.>what it brought me, the pot-luck «of the 
day, as heartily as the oldest gossip in bar¬ 
room. 1 am thankful for small mercies. 1 
compared notes with one of my friends who 
expects everything of the universe, and is dis¬ 
appointed when Anything is less than the best, 
and I found that I begin at the other extreme, 
expecting nothing, and am always full of thanks 
for moderate goods. I accept the clangour 
and jangle of contrary tendencies. I find my 
account in sots and l^res also. They give a 
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reality to the circumjacent picture, which euch Ail good 1 » 
a vanishing meteoroue appearance can ill spare, 

In the morning 1 awake, and find the old world, 
wife, babes, and mother, Concord and Boston, 
the dear old spiritual world, and even the dear 
old deviltnot far off. If we will take the good 
we find, asking no questions, we shall have 
heaping measures. The great gifts are not got 
by analysis. Ev^ything good is on the high¬ 
way. The midoie region of our being is the 
temperate zone. We may climb into the thin 
and cold realm of pure geometry and lifeless 
science, or sink into that of sensation. Between 
these extremes ig the equator of life, of thought, 
of spirit, of poetry—a narrow belt. Moreover, 
in popular experience, everything good is on the 
highway. A cullgctor peeps into all the picture- 
shops of Europe, for a landscajn; of Poussin, a 
crayon-sketch of Salvator; but the Transfigura- 
tion, the Last Judgmenti the Communion of St. 

Jerome, and what* are as transcendent as these, 
are on the walls ^ the Vatican, the Ufhzi, or 
the Louvre, where every footman may see them; 
to say nothing of nature’s pictures in every 
street, ^f sunsets and sunrises every day, and 
the sculpture of the human body never absent. 

A collector recently bought at public auction, 
in London, for one hundred and fifty-seven 
guineas, an autograph of Shakspeare; but for 
nothing a school-boy can read Hamlet, and 
can detect secrets of highest concernment yet 
unpublished therein. I think I will never read 
any but the commonest books, — the Bible, 

Homer, Dante, Shakspeare, and Milton. We 
grow impatient of so public a life and planer, 

II D 
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NAtttre'« and run hither and thither for nooks and secrets. 

dArllnfs imagination delights in the wood-craft of 
Indians, trappers, and bee-hunters. We fancy 
that we are strangers, and not so intimately 
domesticated in the planet as the wild man, and 
the wild beast and bird. But the ^zxciusion 
reaches them also: reaches the climbing, flying, 
gliding, feathered and four-footed man. flF'ox 
and woodchuck, hawk and ^ni}ie, and bittern, 
when nearly seen, have no more root in the 
deep world than man, and are just such super¬ 
ficial tenants of the globe. Then the new 
molecular philosophy shows astronomical inter¬ 
spaces betwixt atom and atom; shows that the 
world is all outside : it has no inside. 

The mid-world is best. Nature, as we know 
her, is no saint. The lights fif the church, the 
ascetics, Gentoos and Grahamites, she does not 
distinguish by any favour. She comes eating 
and drinking and sinnkig. Her darlings, the 
great, the strong, the beautiful, are not children 
of our law, do not come ^ut of the Sunday 
School, nor weigh their food, nor punctually 
keep the commandments. If we will be strong 
wkh her strength, we must not harbour luch dis< 
consolate consciences, borrowed too from the 
consciences of other nations. We must set up 
the strong present tense against ail the rumours 
of wrath, past or to come. So many things aic 
unsettled which it is of the first importance to 
settle—and, ^lending their settlement, we will do 
as we do. Whilst the debate goes forward on 
the equity of commerce, and will not be closed 
for a century or two. New and Old England 
may kee]> shop. Law of copyright and interna> 
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tionaJ copyright ia to be discussed, and, in the Powtruid 
interim, we will sell our books for the most we 
can. Expediency of literature, reason of lite¬ 
rature, lawfulness of writing down a thought, is 
questioned; much is to say on both sides, and 
while the»fight waxes hot, tiiou, dearest scholar, 
stick to thy foolish task, add a line every hour, 
and i«tween whiles add a line. Right to hold 
land, right of property, is disputed, and the 
conventions convene, and before the vote is 
taken, dig away in your garden, and spend your 
earnings as a waif or godsend to all serene and 
beautihil purposes. Life itself is a bubble and 
a scepticism, ahd«a sleep within a sleep. Grant 
it, and as much more as they will,—but thou, 

God’s darling! heed thy private dream: thou 
wilt not be missed ^ the scorning and scepticism: 
there arc enough of them: stay there in thy 
closet, and toil, until the rest are agreed what to * 
do about iL Thy sickness, they say, and thy 
puny habit, require that thou do this or avoid 
that, but know tha^ thy life is a flitting state, 
a tent for a night, and do thou, sick or well, 
finish that stint. Thou art sick, but shalt not 
be wors^ and the univer^, which holds thee 
dear, shall be the better. 

Human life is made up of the two elements, 
power and form, and the proportion must be 
invariably kept, if we would have it sweet and 
sound. Eacij of these elements in excess 
makes a mischief as hurtful as its defect. 
Everything runs to excess: every good quality 
is noxious, if unmixed, and, to carry the danger 
to the edge of ruin, nature causes each man's 
peculiarity to superabouod. Here, among the 
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Maa> farms, we adduce the scl^olars as examples of 
treachery. They are the victtnis of ex¬ 
pression. You who see the artist, the orator, 
the poet, too near, and find their life no more 
excellent than that of mechanics or ^rmers, and 
themselves victims of partiality, very hollow and 
haggard, and pronounce them failures, — not 
heroi‘8, but quacks,—conclude, very reasoifsbiy, 
that these arts are not for m^n, but are disease. 
Yet nature will not bear you out. Irresistible 
nature made them such, and makes legions more 
of such every day. You love the boy reading 
in a book, gazing at a drawing, or a cast: yet 
what are these millions who read and behold, 
but incipient writers and sculptors ? Add a 
little more of that quality which now reads and 
sees, and they will seize tt)e pen and chisel. 
And if one rcmemliers how innocently he began 
to be an artist, he perceives that nature joined 
with his enemy. A man is a golden impossi¬ 
bility. The line he musf walk is a hair’s 
breadth. The wise throug|} excess of wisdom 
is made a fool. 

‘ How easily, if fate would suffer it, sve might 
keep for evcT these Ix'autiful limits, and adjust 
ourselves, once tor all, to the perfect calculation 
of the kingdom of known cause and effect. In 
the street and in the newspapers, life appears 
BO plain a business, that manly resolution and 
adherence to the multiplication-table through all 
weathers, will ensure success. But, ah ! presently 
comes a day, or is it only a half-hour, with its 
angel-whispering,—which discomfits the con¬ 
clusions of nations and of years! To-morrow, 
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again, everything lo^s real and angular, the 
habitual standards are reinstated, common-sense 
is as rare as genius,—^is the basis of genius, and 
experience is hands and feet to every enterprise ; 
—and yet, he who should do his business on 
this undefstanding, would be quickly bankrupt. 
Power keeps quite another road than the turnpikes 
of clfeice and will, namely, the subterranean and 
invisible tunnels gnd channels of life. It is 
ridiculous that we are diplomatists, and doctors, 
and considerate j)eo])le: there are no dupes like 
these. Life is a series of surprises, and would 
not be worth taking or keeping, if it were not. 
God delights to«isolate us every day, and Inde 
from us the past and the future. We would 
look about us, but with grand politeness he 
draws down before us an impenetrable screen of 
purest sky, and another behind us of purest sky. 
“You will not remember,” he seems to say, 
“ and you will not expect.” All good con¬ 
versation, manners,' and action, come from a 
spontiincity which fgrgets usages, and makes the 
moment great. Nature hates calculators; her 
methods are saltatory and i^ipulsive. Man lives 
by pulsesi; our organic movements are such; awd 
the chemical and ethereal agents are undulatory 
and alternate; and the mind goes antagonizing 
on, and never prospers but by fils. We thrive 
by casualties. Our chief experiences have been 
casual. The moat attractive class of people are 
those who are powerful obliquely, and not by the 
direct stroke: men of genius, but not yet ac¬ 
credited : one gets the cheer of their light without 
paying too great a tax. Theirs is the beauty of 
the bird, or the morning light, and not of art. 




Each day b 
isolated 
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"AUlflofln the thought of gcniiv< there is always a 
surprise; and the moral sentiment is well called 
*<the newness,** for it is never other; as new 
to the oldest intelligence as to the young child, 
—‘‘the kingdom that cometh without observa¬ 
tion.** In like manner, for practical success, 
there must not be too much design. A man 
will not be observed in doing that which HI can 
do best. There is a certaijt magic about his 
properest action which stupefies your powers of 
observation; so that, though it is done before 
you, you wist not of it. The art of life has a 
pudency, and will not be exposed. livery man 
is an im])()8sibility, until he is born ; every thing 
impossible, until we see a success. The ardours 
of piety agree at last with the coldest scepticism, 
—that nothing is of us or (»ir works,—that all 
is of God. Nature will not spare us the smallest 
leaf of laurel. All writing comes by the grace 
of God, and all doing and having. I would 
gladly be moral, and keep due metes and bounds, 
which I dearly love, and allpw the most to the 
will of man, but I have set my heart on honesty 
in this chapter, and f can see nothing at last, in 
success or failure, than more or less of vital force 
supplied from the Eternal. The results of life 
are uncalculated and uncalculable. The years 
teach much which the days never know. The 
jx*rson8 who compose our company, converse, 
and come and go, and design and execute 
many things, and somewhat comes of it all, 
but an unlooked-for result. The individual is 
always mistaken. He designed many things, 
and drew in other persons as coadjutors, 
quarrelled with some or all, blundered much, 
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and something is doi^; all are a little advanced, Tli« ids* 
but the individual is dways mistaken. It turns 
out somewhat new, and very unlike what he 
promised himself. 


The aScicnts, struck with this irrcducibleness 
of the elements of human life to calculation, 
exalted Chance into a divinity, but that is to 
stay too long at t^e spark,—which glitters truly 
at one point,-—but the univerwr is warm with the 
latency of the same fire. The miracle of life 
which will not be expounded, but will remain a 
miracle, introduces a new element. In the 
growth of the embryo, Sir Everard Home, I 
think, noticed that the evolution was not from 
one central point, but co-active from three or 
more points. Lif^has no memory. That which 
proceeds in succession might be remembered, but 
that which is co-cxistent, or ejaculated from a 
deeper cause, as yet fat from being conscious, 
knows not its own'tendcncy. So is it with us, 
now sceptical, or without unity, because immersed 
in forms and effects all seeming to be of ecjual 
yet hostile value ; and now religious, whilst in 
the reception of spiritual law. Bear with tlMrsc 
distractions, with this coetaneous growth of the 
parts: they will one day be membersy and obey 
one will. On that one will, on that secret 
cause, they nail our attention and hope. Life 
is hereby melted into an expectation or a 
religion. Underneath the inharmonious and 
trivia] particulars, is a musical profession, the 
Ideal journeying always with us,—the heaven 
withoot rent or seam. Do but observe the 
mode our illumination. When I converse 
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Anew with a profound mind, or at any time, being 
*^ofl8S alone, I have good thoughts, I do not at once 
arrive at satisfaction, as when, being thirsty, I 
drink water, or go to the fire, being cold : no! 
but I am at first apprised of my vicinity to a 
new and excellent region of life. By^iersisting 
to read or to think, this region gives furtlier sign 
of itself, as it were in flashes of light, in stiQden 
discoveries of its profound bcjyuty and repose, as 
if the clouds that covered it parted at intervals, 
and showed the approaching traveller the inland 
mountains, with the tranquil, eternal meadows 
spread at their base, whereon flocks graze, and 
shepherds jiipe and dance. fVit every insight 
from this realm of thought is felt as initial, and 
promises a sequel. I do not make it; I arrive 
there, and behold what was#there already. 1 
make ! O no! 1 clap my hands in infantine 

joy and amazement, before the first 0])ening to 
me of this august magnilicence, old with the 
love and homage of innumerable ages, young 
with the life of life, the sun^right Mecca of the 
desert. And what a future it o])ens! I feel 
a new heart beating ^with the love of the new 
besiuty. I am ready to die out of nature, and 
be bom again into this new, yet unapproachable 
America 1 have found in the West. 

Since neither now nor yeMterday Segan 

'J'hene thoughts, which have bren ever, nor yet can 

A man be found who their fir^t entrance knew. 

If 1 have described life as a flux of moods, 1 
must now add, that there is that in us which 
changes not, and which ranks all sensations and 
states of mind. The consciousness io each man 
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18 a sliding scale, winch identifies him now with Tb« wt 
the F irst Cause, ana now willi the liesh of his SSrSla?’ of 
body ; life above life, in infinite degrees. The 
sentiment from which it sprung determines the 
dignity of any deed, and the question ever is, 
not, whJt you have done or forborne, but at 
whose command you have done or forborne it. 

^rtune, Minerva, Muse, Holy Ghost,—these 
arc quaint names^too narrow to cover this un¬ 
bounded substance. The baffled intellect must 
still kneel before this cause, which refuses to be 
named,—ineffable cause, which every fine genius 
has essayed to represent by some emphatic 
symbol, as Thales by water, Anaximenes by 
air, Anaxagoras by (Nouji) thought, Zoroaster 
by fire, Jesus and the modt'ins by love; and the 
metaphor of each J>as become a national religion. 

The Chinese Mencius has not been the least 
successful in his generalization. “1 fully under¬ 
stand language,” he saiii, ** and nourish well my 
vast-flowing vigohr.” — “I beg to ask, what 
you call vast-floi|ing vigour ^ ” said his com¬ 
panion. “The explanation,” replied Mencius, 

“is difficult. This vigour is supremely great, 
and in ihe highest degree unbending. Nouiish 
it correctly, and do it no injury, and it will fill 
up the vacancy between heaven and earth. This 
vigour accords with and assists justice and reason, 
and leaves no hunger.” In our more correct 
writing, we give to this generalization the name 
of Being, and thereby confess that we have 
arrived as far as we can go. Suffice it for the 
joy of the universe, that we have not arrived at 
a wall, but at interminable oceans. Our life 
seems not present, so much as prospective; not 
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The just for the affairs on which if is wasted, but as a 
hint of this vast-flowing vigour. Most of life 
hemselves seems to be mere advertisement of faculty : in¬ 
formation is given us not to sell ourselves cheap; 
that we are very great. So, in particulars, ou> 
greatness is always in a tendency or direction, not 
in an action. It is for us to believe in the rule, not 
in the exception. The noble are thus kifbwn 
from the ignoble. So in accepting the leading of 
the sentiments, it is not what we believe concern¬ 
ing the immortiility of the soul, or the like, 
but the universal impulse to believe^ that is the 
material circumstance, and is the principal fact 
in the history of the globe. Shall we describe 
this cause as that which works directly ? The 
e})irit is not helpless or needful of mediate 
organs. It has plentiful {y>wers and direct 
effects. 1 am explained without explaining, I 
am felt without acting, and where I am not. 
Therefore all just persofa are satisfied with their 
own praise. They refuse to Explain themselves, 
and are content that new actions should do them 
that office. They believe that we communicate 
without spet'ch, and above speech, and that no 
ri^U action of ours is quite unaffectinj^ to our 
friends at whatever distance; for the influence 
ot action is not to be measured by miles. Why 
should I fret myvscif, because a circumstance has 
occurred, which hinders my presence where 1 
was ex])ccted ? If 1 am not at the meeting, 
my presence where I am, should be as useful to 
the commonwealth of friendship and wisdom, as 
would be my ptesence in that place. 1 exert 
the same quality of power in all places. Thus 
journeys the mighty Ideal before us $ it never 
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was known to fall ii^ the rear. No man ever Subjective 
came to an experience which was sadaring, but P**®®®®*®* 
his good is tidings of a better. Onward and 
onward! In liberated moments, we know that 
a new picture of life and duty is already possible; 
the elen^nts already exist in many minds around 
you, of a doctrine of life which shall transcend 
any^written record we have. The new state¬ 
ment will comprise the scepticisms, as well as 
the faiths of society, and out of unbeliefs a 
creed shall be formed. For scepticisms are not 
gratuitous or lawless, but are limitations of the 
alfirniative statement, and die new philosophy 
must take them«in, and make affirmations outside 
of them, just as much as it must include the 
oldest beliefs. 

It is very unhappy, but too late to be helped, 
the discovery we have made, that we cxit.t. 

That discovery is c^cd the Fall of Man. 

Ever afterwards,* we suspect our instruments. 

We have learned^iAhat we do not see directly, 
but mediately, and that we have no means of 
correcting these coloured and distorting lenses 
whichvwc arc, or of computing the amouq( of 
their errors. Perhaps these subject-lenses have 
a creative power: perhaps there are no objects. 

Once we lived in what we saw; now, the 
rapaciousness of this new power, which threatens 
to absorb a)' things, engages us. Nature, art, 
persons, letters, religions, objects, successively 
tumble in, and God is but one of its ideas. 

Nature and literature are subjective phenomena; 
every evil and every good thing is a shadow 
which we cast. The street is full of humtlia- 
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Hoiicon— lions to the proud. As the fop contrived to 

bailiffs in his livery, and make them 
wait on his guests at table, so the chagrins which 
the bad heart gives off as bubbles, at once take 
form as ladies and gentlemen in the street, shop¬ 
men or bar-keepers in hotels, and thi^eaten or 
insult whatever is threatcnahle and insultable in 
us. n^is the same with our idolatries. PevpJe 
forget that it is the eye which makes the horizon, 
and the rounding mind’s eye which makes this 
or that man a type or representative of humanity 
with the name of hero or saint. Jesus, the 
“providential man,” is a good man, on whom 
many people arc agreed that tlx^rse optical laws 
shall take clfect. By love on one part, and by 
forbearance to press objection on the other part, 
it is for a time settled, that we, will look at him 
in the centre of the horizon, and ascribe to him 
the properties that will attach to any man so 
seen. But the longest Jove or aversion has a 
s})ecdy term. The great and crcscive self, 
rooted in absolute nature, su^iplants ail relative 
existence, and ruins the kingdom of mortal 
friendship and love. Marriage (in what is 
callfd the spiritual wofid) is impossible, because 
of tht inequality between every subject and every 
object. The subject is the receiver of Godhead, 
and at every comparison must feel his being en¬ 
hanced by that cryptic mighL Though not in 
energy, yet by presence, this magazine of sub¬ 
stance cannot be otherwise than felt: nor can 
any force of intellect attribute to the object the 
proper deity which sleeps or wakes for ever in 
every subject. Never can love make conscious¬ 
ness and ascription equal in force. There will 
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be the same gulf betiveen every me and thee, as Sin~orex- 
betwecD the original and the picture. The P®^^®*** 
universe is the bride of the soul. All private 
sympathy is partial. Two human beings are 
like globes, which can touch only in a point, 
and, whilst they remain in contact, all other 
points of each of the spheres are inert; their 
turif must also come, and the longer a particular 
union lasts, the #nore energy of appetency the 
parts not in union acquire. 

Life will be imaged, but cannot be divided 
nor doubled. Any invasion of its unity would 
be chaos. T^'he soul is not twin-born, but the 
only begotten, •and though revealing itself as 
child in time, child in appearance, is of a fatal 
and universal power, admitting no co-life. Kvery 
day, every act bftrays the ill-concealed deity. 

We believe in ourselves as we do not believe 
in others. We |>erniit all things to ourselves, 
and that which we calbsin in others, is experi¬ 
ment for us. It is an instance of our faith in 
ourselves, that mpn never speak of crime as 
lightly as they think : or, every man thinks a 
latitude safe for himself, ^hich is nowise to be 
indulged to another. The act looks very diflfer- 
entiy on the inside, and on the outside; fh its 
quality, and in its consequences. Murder in the 
murderer is no such ruinous thought as poets and 
romancers will have it; it docs not unsettle him, 
or fright him from his ordinary notice of trifles; 

It is an act quite easy to be contemplated, but 
in its sequel, it turns out to be a horrible jangle 
and confounding of all relations. Especially the 
crimes that spring from love, seem right and fair 
from the actor’s point of view, but, when acted, 
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* All am are found destructive of society. No man at 

*•***•” last believes that he can be lost, nor that the 
crime in him is as black as in the felon ; because 
the intellect qualifies in our own case the moral 
judgments. For there is no crime to the in¬ 
tellect. That is antinomian or hyp^rnomian, 
and judges law as well as fact. ** It is worse 
than crime, it is a blunder,*’ said Napo^on, 
speaking the language of the intellect. To it, 
the world is a problem in mathematics or the 
science of quantity, and it leaves out praise and 
blame, and all weak emotions. All stealing 
is comparative. If you come to absolutes, pray 
who does not steal P Saints ire sad, because 
they behold sin (even when they speculate) 
from the point of view of the conscience, and 
not of the intellect; a conf'sion of thought. 
Sin seen from the thought, is a diminution or 
/esj : seen from the conscience or will, it is 
pravity or hati. The ii'tcllcct names it shade, 
absence of light, and no essence. The conscience 
must feel it as essence, essential evil. This it 
is not: it has an objective existence, but no 
subjective. 

•Thus inevitably does the universe wear our 
colcKir, and every ol^ct fall successively into 
the subject itself. The subject exists, the 
subject enlarges; all things sooner or later fall 
into place. As 1 am, so I see; use what 
language we will, we can never say anything 
but what we are; Hermes, Cadmus, Columbus^ 
Newton, Buonaparte, are the mind’s ministers. 
Instead of feeling a poverty when we encounter 
a great man, let us treat the new comer like a 
travelling geologist, who passes through our 
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estate, aod shows us |rood slate, or limestone, or Subjaet 
anthracite, in our brush pasture. The partial 
action of each strong mind in one direction, is a 
telescope for the objects on which it is pointed. 

But every other part of knowledge is to be 
pushed the same extravagance, ere the soul 
attains her due sphericity. Do you sec that 
kitt 4 b chasing so prettily her own tail ? If you 
could look with her eyes, you might see her 
surrounded with nundreds of figures performing 
complex dramas, with tragic and comic issues, 
long conversations, many characters, many ups 
and downs of fate,—and meantime it is only 
puss and her •tail. How long before our 
masquerade will end its noise of tambourines, 
laughter, and shouting, and we shall hod it was 
a solitary performance ?—A subject and an object, 
it takes so much to make the galvanic circuit 
complete, but magnitude adds nothing. What 
imports it whether it is JCepler and the sphere; 
Columbus and Anferica; a reader and his book ; 
or puss with her tajj ? 

It is true that all the muses, and love, and 
religion hate these developments, and will find a 
way to punish the chemist*who publishes in 
parlour the secrets of the laboratory. And we 
cannot say too little of our constitutional necessity 
of seeing things under private aspects, or saturated 
with our humours. And yet is the God the 
native of these bleak rocks. That need makes in 
morals the capital virtue of self-trust. We must 
hold hard to this poverty, however scandalous, 
and by more vigorous self-recoveries, after the 
sallies of action, possess our axis more firmly. 

The life of truth is cold, and so far mournful: 
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‘Inthisoor but it is not the slave of ^ears, contritions, and 
perturbations. It does not attempt another’s 
work, nor adopt another’s facts. It is a main 
lesson of wisdom to know your own from 
another’s. I have learned that 1 cannot dispose 
of other people’s facts; but 1 possess s«ch a key 
to my own, as persuades me against ail their 
denials, that they also have a key to theirs^ A 
sympathetic {person is placed jn the dilemma of 
a swimmer among drowning men, who all catch 
at him, and if he gives so much as a leg or a 
finger, they will drown him. They wish to be 
saved from the mischief of their vices, but not 
from their vices. Charity would be wasted on 
this poor waiting on the symptoms. A wise and 
hardy physician will say, Come out o/ iLit, as the 
first condition of advice. 

In this our talking America, we are ruined 
by our good nature and listening on all sides. 
This compliance takes j^way the power of being 
greatly useful. A man should not be able to 
look other than directly and,forthright. A pre¬ 
occupied attention is the only answer to the 
importunate frivolity of other people: an atten¬ 
tion, and to an aim which makes their wants 
frivolous. This is a divine answer, and leaves 
no appeal, and no hard thoughts. In Flaxman’s 
drawing of the lAumenides of jEschylus, Orestes 
supplicates Apollo, whilst the Furies sleep on 
the threshold. The face of the God expresses 
a shade of regret and compassion, but calm with 
the conviction of the irreconcilableness of the 
two spheres. He is born into other politics, 
into the internal and beautiful. The man at his 
feet asks for his interests in turmoils of the earth, 
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into which his natu^ cannot enter. And the Tb« lorda 
Eumenides there lying express pictorialiy this 
disparity. The god is surcharged with his 
diirine destiny. 

Illusiofi, Tein])erament, Succession, Surface, 

Surprise, Reality, Subjcctiveness, — these are 
threids on tiie loom of time, these arc the lords 
of life. I dare nj>t assume to give their order, 
but [ name them as T iind them in my way, 1 
know better than to claim any completeness for 
my piciute. I am a fragment, and this is a frag¬ 
ment of me, r can very confidently announce 
one or another ^law, which throws itsell into 
relief and form, but 1 am too young yet by some 
ages to compile a code. 1 gossi]) for my hour 
concerning the eternal politics. I have seen 
many fair pictures not in vain. A wonderful 
time I have lived in. 1 am not the novice I 
was fou rteen, nor yet |^ven years ago. Let 
who will ank, where is the fruit? 1 find a 
pritate fruit t<uiricict);t. This is a fruit,—that I 
should not ask for a rash effect fiom meditations, 
counsels, and the hiving of truths. 1 should 
feel it pitiful to demand ^ result on this town 
and county, an overt effect on the instant month 
and year. The effect is deep and stxular as the 
cause. It works on periods in which mortal 
lifetime is Ipst. All I know is reception ; I am 
and 1 have; tut 1 do not get, and when I have 
fancied I had gotten anything, I found I did 
not. I worship with wonder the great Fortune. 

My reception has been so large, that 1 am not 
annoyed by receiving this or that sujxrrabundantlv* 

1 say to the Genius, if be will pardon the proverb, 

II £ 
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Thinking Jn for a mtU^ in for a milljon. When I receive 
ud doing ^ macerate my body to make 

the account square, for, if I should die, I could 
not make the account square. The benefit over¬ 
ran the merit the first day, and has overran the 
merit ever since. The merit itself, sd-called, I 
reckon part of the receiving. 

Also, that hankering after an overt or praUical 
effect, seems to me an apostasy, In good earnest, 
I am willing to spare this most unnecessary deal 
of doing. Life wears to me a visionary face. 
Hardest, roughest action is visionary also. It 
is but a choice between soft and turbulent 
dreams. Pcojile disparage iMidwing and the 
intellectual life, and urge doing. 1 am very 
content with knowing, if only I could know. 
That is an august entertainment, and would 
suffice me a great while. To know a little, 
would be worth the expense of this world. 1 
hear .ilways the law <rt Adrasiia, ♦‘that every 
soul winch had acquired any truth, should be 
safe from harm until anotheiv^^prriod.” 

I know that the world I converse with in the 
city and in the farms, is not the world I think, 
Kobserve that difference, and shall observe it. 
One day, I shall know the value and law of 
this discicpance. But I have not found that 
much was gained by manipuiar attempts to 
realize the world of thought. Many eager 
persons successively mike an fxj»eriment in this 
way, and make themselves ridiculous. They 
acquire democratic minners, they foim at the 
mouth, they hate ami deny. Worse, I observe, 
that, in -the history of mankind, there is never 
a solitary example of success,—taking their own 
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tests of success. 1 ^say this polemically, or in The 
reply to the inquiry, why not realize youi 
world ? But far be from me the despair which 
piejudges the law by a paltry empiricism,—since 
there never was a right endeavour, but it suc¬ 
ceeded. • Patience and patience, wc shall win 
ai the last. We must be very suspicious of the 
deceptions of tire element of time. It takes a 
good deal of limc^to cat or to sleep, or to earn 
a hundred dollars; and a very little time to 
entertain a hope and an insight which becomes 
the light of our life. We dress our garden, 
eat our dinners, discuss the household with our 
wives,—and Ai^e things make no impresnion — 
are forgotten next week ; but in the solitude to 
which every man is always returning, he lias 
a sanity and revc^tions, which, in his passage 
into new worlds, he will carry with him. Never 
mind the ridicule, never mind the defeat: up 
again, old heart!—it ^ems to say,—there is 
victory yet for all justice; and the true romance 
which the world egeists to realize, will be the 
transformation of genius into practical power. 
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Great men 
In history 


CHARACTER 


I'hc Niin set; but set not his hope: 

Stars niHe ; his faith was eVlier up : 
Fixed on the efV)rraous galaxy, 

Deeper ami older seemed his eye: 

And marched bin surforance sublime 
'I'he taciturnity of time. 

He spoke, ami words more spft'ihan rain 
Ihought the .Vge of Gold again : 

Hi-, action won siirh reverence sweet, 

As hid all nn-a'-un' of th** feat 


Work of his hand 

He nor commends nor grieves: 

IMeads for itself tile fact ; 

As unre[ienti;ig N.<;ure leaves 
Her every act. 


1 


a 

HAVl'l read that those w\io listened to Lord 
Chatham felt that thcic was something finer 
in tile man, than anything which he /laid. It 
has been complained of our brilliant English 
)iiHMri<m of the Fiench Revolution, that when 
he has told ail his facts about Mirabeau» they 
do not justify his estimate of his genius. The 
Gracchi, Agis, Cleomenes, and others of 
Plutarch’s heroes, do not in the record of facts 
equal their own fame. Sir Philip Sidney, tlie 
Earl of Essex, Sir Walter Raleigh, are men of 
great figure, and of few deeds. We cannot 

find the smallest part of the f>er80oal weight of 

6S 
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WashiDgtOD, in the •narrative of his exploits. Herenlet 
The authority of the name of Schiller is too 
great for his books. This inequality of the 
reputation to the works or the anecdotes, is not 
accounted for by saying that the reverberation 
is longer^han the thunder-clap; but somewhat 
resided in these men which begot an expectation 
thatfiutran all their performance. The largest 
part of their poHfer was latent. This is that 
which we call Character,—a reserved force 
which acts directly by presence, and without 
means. It is conceived of as a cert.tin unde- 
monstrable foit^e, a Familiar or Genius, by whose 
impulses the marP is guided, but whose counsels 
he cannot impait; which is company for him, 

BO that such men are often solitary, or if they 
chance to be soci#!, do not need society, but 
can entertain themselves very well alone. The 
pun'st literary talent appears at one time great, 
at another small, but character is of a stellar 
and undiminishable greatness. What others effect 
by talent or by eloqiience, this man accomplishes 
by some magneiisni. “Half his strength he 
put not forth.’* His victories arc by demon¬ 
stration of superiority^ ana not by crossing t>f 
bayonets. He conquers, because his arrival 
alters the face of affairs. “ ‘ O lolc! how 
did you know that Hercules was a god ?' 

* Because/ answered lole, ‘ I was content the 
moment my eyes fell on him. When I Ixihcld 
Theseus, 1 desired that 1 might see him offer 
battle, or at least guide his horses in the chariot 
race: but Hercules did not w'ait for a contest; 
he conquered whether he stood, or walked, 
or sat, or whatever thing he did.’ '* Man, 
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*P«ltb In a ordinarily a pendant to events, only half attached, 

and that awkwardly, to the world he lives in, 

in these examples appears to share the life of 

things, and to be an expression of the same 

laws which control the tides and the sun, 

• • • 
numbers and quantities. 

In our political elections, where this eleipent, 
if it appears at ail, can only occur in its coarsest 
form, we sufficiently understand its incomparable 
rate. The people know that they need in their 
representative much more than talent, namely, 
the power to make his talent trusted. They 
cannot come at their ends by seeding to Con¬ 
gress a learned, acute, and flueht speaker, if he 
be not one, who, before he was appointed by 
the people to rc])re8ent them, was appointed by 
Almighty Otnl to stand fora fact,--invincibly 
pcisuaded of that fact in himself,—so that the 
most confident and the most violent persons 
learn that here is resistance on which both 

I 

impudence and terror are wasted, namely, faith 
in a fact. The men who Ctrry their points do 
not need to inquire of their constituents what 
they should say, butttre themselves the country 
which they re]>re8cnt: nowl»ere are its trmotions 
or opinions so in<itant and true as in them; 
nowhere so pure from a selfish infusion. The 
constituency at home hearkens to their words, 


watches die colour of their clieek, and therein, 
as in a glass, dresses its own. Our public 
assemblies are pretty good tests of manly force. 
Our frank countrymen of the west and south 
have a taste for character, and like to know 
whether the New Englander is a substantial 
man, or whether the hand can pass through him. 
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The same motive^ force appears in trade. 
There are geniuses in trade, as well as in war, 
or the state, or letters; and the reason why this 
or that man is fortunate, is not to be told. It 
lies in the man; that is all anybody can tell you 
about it. *See him, and you will know as easily 
why he succeeds, as, if you see Napoleon, you 
woultl comprehend his fortune. In the new 
objects we recogiise the old game, the habit 
of fronting the tact, and not dealing with it at 
second hand, through the fierceptions of some¬ 
body else. Nature herself seems to authorize 
trade, as soon^as you see the natural merchant, 
who appears not so much a private agent, as her 
factor and Minister of Commerce. His natural 
probity combines with his insight into the fabric 
of society, to put him above tricks, and he com> 
municates to all his ow^n faith, that contiacts aie 
of no private interpreution. 'Fhe habit of his 
mind is a reference to st«icidards of natural equity 
and public advantage; and he inspires respect, 
and the wish to d||»l with him, both for the 
quiet 5|/irit of honour which attends him, and 
for the intellectual pastime w^hich the spectacle 
of so nvuch ability affords. This immensdy 
stretched trade, which makes the Ca{>c8 of the 
Southetn Ocean his wharfs, and the Atlantic 
Sea his familiar port, centres in his brain only: 
and nobody in the universe can make his place 
good. In parlour, I see very well that he 
has been at hard work this morning, with that 
knitted brow, and that settled humour, which all 
his desire to be courteous cannot shake off. I 
see plainly how many firm acto have been done ; 
how many valiant nori have this day been spoken, 


Genittshi 

basioesa 
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when others would have uttered ruinous yeas* 1 
see, with the pride of art, and skill of masterly 
arithmetic and power of remote combination, his 
consciousness of being an agent and playfellow 
of the original laws of the world. He too 
believes that none can supply him, ahd that a 
man must be born to trade, or he cannot iearn it. 

This virtue draws the mind more, whim it 
appears in action to ends n^t so mixed. It 
works with most energy in the smallest com¬ 
panies and in private relations. In all cases, it 
IB an extraordinary and incomputable agent. 
The excess of physical strength is paralyzed 
by it. Higher natures over])«yWer lower ones 
by affecting them with a certain sleep. The 
faculties are locked up, and offer no resistance. 
Perhaps that is the universaj, law. When the 
high cannot bring up the low to itself, it l)e- 
numbs it, as man charms down the resist nice of 
the lower animals. Men exert on each other 
a similar occult power. How often has the 
influence of a true master R,*alized all the tales 
of magic! A river of command seemed to run 
down from his eyes into all those who beheld 
him, a torrent of strong s^id light, iikewin Ohio 
or Danube, which fiervaded them with his 
thoughts, and coloured all events with the hue 
of his mind. ** What means did you employ 
was the question asked of the wife of Concini, 
in regard to her treatment of Mary of Medici; 
and the answer was, Only that inffuence which 
every strong mind has over a weak one.” Can¬ 
not Corsar in irons shuffle oF the irons, and 
transfer them to the person of Hippo or Thraso 
the turnkey i Is an iron handcuff so immutable 
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a bond ? Suppose jsl slaver on the coast of AU wtnrt 
Guinea should take on board a gang of negroes, jjjj**”*^* 
which should contain persons of the stamp of 
Toussaint L’Ouverture : or, let us fancy, under 
these swarthy masks ite has a gang of Washing* 
tons in chains. When they arrive at Cuba, will 
the relative order of the ship’s company be the 
sanfl? Is there nothing hut ro|)e and iron ? Is 
there no love, n<^reverence ? Is there never a 

glimpse of right in a poor slave-captain’s mind ; 
and cannot these be supposed available to break, 
or elude, or in anv manner overmatch the tension 
of an inch or two of iron ring ? 

Character is m natural power, like light and 
heat, and ail nature co-operates with it. The 
reason why wc feel one man’s presence, and do 
not feel another’s^is as simple as giavity. Tiut.h 
is the summit of being: justice is the application 
of it to affairs. All individual natures stand in 
a scale, according to tl^ purity of this clement 
in them. The will of the pure runs down horn 
them into othei isatures, as water tuns down 
from a higher into a lower vessel. This natural 
force is no more to be withstood, than any 
other iatural force. can drive a signe 

upward for a moment into the air, but it is yet 
true that all stones will for ever fall; and what¬ 
ever instances can be cjuoted of unpunished theft, 
or of a lie which somebody credited, justice mu.st 
prevail, and is the privilege of truth to make 
itself believed. Character is this moral order 
seen through the medium of an individual nature. 

An individual is an encloser. I’lme and space, 
liberty and neccsbity, truth and thought, are 
left at large no longer. Now, the universe is 
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Men of a close or pound. All thipgs exist in the man 
the'con^ with the manners of his soul. With 

■dence of what quality is in him, he infuses all nature 
^ th:jt he can reach ; nor docs he tend to lose him¬ 
self in Tastne.^B, but, how long a curve soever, all 
his regards return into his own good at list. He 
animates all he can, and he sees only what he 
animates. He encloses the world, as the patriot 
does his country, as a niate(;ial basis for his 
character, and a theatre for action. A healthy 
soul stands united with the .lust and the Tiue, 
as the magnet arranges itself with the pole, so 
that he stands to all beholders like a transparent 
object betwixt them and the tuii, and whoso 
journeys towards the sun, journeys towards 
that person. He is thus the medium of the 
higl lest influence to all whq, are not on the 
same level. Thus, men of character are the 
conscience of the society to which they belong. 

The natural mcasurcii of this power is the 
resistance of circum.stancc8. Impure men con¬ 
sider life as it is reflected in opinions, events, 
and pel sons. 'I'hey cannot see the action, until 
it is done. Yet its moral element pre-existed 
in the actor, and its quality as right or«wrong, 
it was easy to predict. Kverything in nature 
is bipolar, or has a positive and negative pole. 
There is a male and a female, a spirit and a fact, 
a north and a south. Spirit is the positive, the 
event is the negative. Will is the north, action 
the south pole. Character may be ranked as 
having its natural place in the north. It shares 
the magnetic currents of the system. The feeble 
souls are drawn to the south or negative pole. 
They look at the profit or hurt of the action. 
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They never behold principle until it is lodged Trma«r«r« 
in a person. They do not wish to be lovely, ** 

but to be loved. One class of character like 
to hear of their faults: the other class do not 


like to hear of their faults; they worship events; 
secure to them a fact, a connexion, a certain 
chain of circumstances, and they will ask no 
morf. The hero sees that the event is ancillary : 
it must follow hifn. A given order of events 
has no power to secure to him the satisfaction 
which the imagination attaches to it; the soul 
of goodness escapes from any set of circumstances, 
whilst prosperity belongs to a certain mind, 
and will introduce that power and victory which 
is its natural fruit, into any order of events. No 
change of circumstances can repair a defect of 
character. We boast our emancipation from 
many superstitions; but if we have broken any 
idols, it is through a transfer of the idolatry. 
What have I gained, th^t I no longer immolate 
a bull to Jove, or to Neptune, or a mouse to 
Hecate; that I ^do not tremble before the 
Eumenides, or the Catholic Purgatory, or the 
Calvinistic Judgment-day^—if I qu;ike at opinion, 
the puMic opinion, as we call it; or at the thceat 
of assault, or contumely, or bad neighbouis, 
or poverty, or mutilation, or at the rumour of 
revolution, or of murder? If I quake, what 
matters it what I quake at? Our proper vice 
takes form in one or another shape, according 
to the sex, age, or temperament of the person, 
and, if we arc capable of fear, will readily find 
terrors. The covetousness or the malignity 
which saddens me, when I ascribe it to society, 
is my ovm. 1 am always envir 9 ned by myself. 
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Chancter** On the other part, recede is a perpetual 
victory, celebrated not by cries of joy, but by 
serenity, which is joy fixed or habitual. It is 
disgraceful to fly to events for confirnnition of 
our truth and worth. The capitalist does not 
run every hour to the broker, to 1:oin his 
advantages into current money of the realm; 
he is satisfied to read in the quotations of^the 
market, that his stocks have fisen. The same 
transport which the occurrence of the best events 
in the best older would occasion me, I must 
learn to taste purer in the |)ercepiion that my 
position is every hour meliorated, and does 
already command those events "I desire. The 
exultation is only to be checked by the foresight 
of an order of things so excellent, a,*' to throw 
all our pros})eritic8 into the dei'pest shade. 

The face which character wears to me is seJf- 
suflicingness. I revere the person who is riches; 
so that 1 cannot think of him as alone, or p<ior, 
or exiled, or unhajipy, or a client, hut as per¬ 
petual patron, benefactor, »pd Ijeatified man. 
Character is centrality, the impossibility of being 
displaced or overset. ^ A man should give us a 
serMC of mass. Society is frivolous, and shreds 
its day into scraps, its conversation into ceremonies 
and escapes. But if I go to see an ingenious man, 

1 shall think myself poorly entertained if he give 
me nimble jiieces of benevolence and etiquette; 
rather he shall stand stoutly in his place, and let 
me apprehend, if it were only his resistance, and 
know that I have encountered a new and positive 
quality ;—great refreshment for both of us. It 
is much, that he docs not accept the conventional 
opinions and pt^rcticea. His nonconformity will 
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remain a goad and p remembrancer, and every Only man 
inquirer will ha've to dispose of him, in the first 
place. There is nothing real or useful that is 
not a seat of war. Our houses ring with 
laughter and personal and critical gossip, but it 
helps little. The uncivil, unaviiilable man, who 
is a problem and a threat to society, whom it 
canA)t let pass in silence, but must either worship 
or hate,—and to^honi all parties feel related, 
both the leaders of opinion, and the obscure and 
eccentric,—he helps ; he puts America and 
Europe in the wrong, and destroys the scepticism 
which says, ** man is a doll, let us eat and drink, 

'tis the best we oan do,’^ by drawing attention to 
the untried and unknown. Acquiescence in the 
establishment, and appeal to the public, indicate 
infirm faith, heads ^hich are not clear, and which 
must see a house built, before they can compre¬ 
hend the plan of it. 'I'he wise man not only 
leaves out of his ihougt^t the many, but leaves 
out the few. F6untainxS, the self-moved, the 

absorbed, the commander because he is com- 
^ # 

maiidedp the sissured, the jiriniary, — they are 
good; for these announce the instant presence 
of supreme power. « 

Our action should rest mathematically on our 
substance. In nature, there are no false valua¬ 
tions. A pound of water in the ocean-tempest 
has no more gravity than in a midsummer pond. 

Ail things w&;k exactly according to their quality, 
and according to their quantity ; attempt nothing 
they cannot do; except mao only: he has pre¬ 
tension : he wishes and attempts things beyond 
his force. I read in a book of English memoirs, 

“Mr Fox (afterwards Lord Holland) said, he 
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Spirit muft have the Treasury ; Jie had served up to it, 
*** wStE would have it.**—Xenophon and his Ten 
thought Thousand were quite equal to what they attempted, 
and did it; so equal, that it was not suspected to 
he a grand and inimitable exploit. Yet theie 
stands that fact unrepeated, a high-in ater-mark 
in military history. Many have attempted it 
since, and not been equal to it. It is or^y on 
reality, that any power of action can be based. 
No institution will be better than the insiitutor. 
I knew an amiable and accomplished person who 
undertook a practical reform, yet 1 was never 
able to find in him the enterprise of love he 
took in hand. He adopted it by ear and by the 
understanding, from the books he Itad bcTu read¬ 
ing. All his action was tentative, a piece of the 
city carried out into the fields, and was the city 
still, and no new fact, and could not inspire en¬ 
thusiasm. Had there been something latent in 
the man, a terrible undeiponstratcd genius agitating 
and embarrassing his demeanour, we had watched 
for its advent. It is not enough that the intellect 
should see the evils, and their remedy. We shall 
still {tostpone our existence, nor take the ground 
ta which wc arc entitled, whilst it if only a 
thought, and not a spirit that incites us. We 
have not yet served up to it. 

These are properties of life, and another trait 
is the notice of incessant growth. Men should 
be intelligent and earnest; they must also make 
us feel, that they have a controlling happy future, 
opening before them, which sheds a splendour on 
the passing hour. The hero is misconceived and 
misreported : he cannot therefore wait to unravel 
any man’s blunders: he is again on the road, 
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adding new powers %pd honours to his domain, 
and new claims on your heart, which will 
bankrupt you, if you have loitered about the 
old things, and have not kept your relation to 
him, by adding to your wealth. New actions 
are the 5nly apologies and explanations of old 
-ones, which the noble can bear to oder or to 
recAve. If your friend has displeased you, you 
shall not sit do^^ to consider it, for he has 
already lost all memory of the passage, and has 
doubled his power to serve you, and, ere you 
can rise up again, will burden you with 
blessings. 

We have no f>lea8ure in thinking of a bene¬ 
volence that is only measured by its works. 
Love is inexhaustible, and if its estate is wasted, 
its granary emptiej, still cheers and enriches, and 
the man, though he sleep, seems to purify tlie 
air, and his house to adorn the landscape and 
strengthen the laws, {^eoplc always recognize 
this difference. We know who is benevolent, 
by quite other mq^ns than the amount of sub¬ 
scription to soup-societies. It is only low merits 
that can be enumerated. Fear, when your 
friends «ay to you what you have done well, and 
say it through ; but when they stand with un¬ 
certain timid looks of respect and half-dislike, 
and must suspend their judgment for years to 
come, you may begin to hope. Those who live 
to the futuri must always appear selfish to those 
who live to the present. It was droll in the 
good Rienier, who has written memoirs of 
Goethe, to make out a list of his donations and 
good deeds: as, so many hundred thalers given 
to Stilling, to Hegel, to Tischbein ; a lucrative 
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place found for Professor Voss, a poet under 
the Grand Duke for Hetder, a pension for 
Meyer, two professor# recommended to foreign 
univLTsities, &c. &c- The longest list of speci¬ 
fications of benefit, would look very short. A 
man is a poor creature, if he is to be tneasured 
so. For, all these, of course, arc exceptions;, 
and the rule and hodiernal life of a good'man 
is benefaction. The true charity of Goethe is 
to be inferred from the account he gave Dr 
l;’,ckeimann, of the way in which he spent his 
fortune. “ Uach bonmot of mine has cost a purse 
of gold. Half a million ot my own moDey, 
the fortune I inherited, my salary, and the large 
income derived from my writings for fifty yeais 
back, have been expended to instruct me in 
what I now know. I have besides seen, &c.'' 

It is but poor chat and gossip to go to 
enumerate traits of this simple and rapid power, 
and we are painting the lightning with charcoal; 
but in these long nights and vacations, we like to 
console ourselves so. Noticing but itself can 
coj)y it. A word warm fiom the heart enriches 
me, 1 sun coder at discretion. How death* 
ctd*i is literary genius before this fire ^f life I 
'I'hcsc are the touches that reanimate my heavy 
soul, and give it eyes to pierce the dark of 
nature. 1 hnd, where 1 thought myself poor, 
there I was most rich. Thence comes a new 
intellectual exaltation, to be again rebuked by 
some new exhibition of character. Strange alter¬ 
nation of attraction and repulsion! Character 
repudiates intellect, yet excites it; and character 
passes into thought, is published so, and then is 
ashamed before new flashes of moral worth. 
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Charaaer i$ natur* in the highest term. It Ratnrt 
is of no use to ape it, or to contend with it. b^delSo- 
Somewhat is possible of resistance^ and of per- cratlaed 
ststence, and ot creation^ to this power, which 
will foil all emulation. 

This masterpiece is best where no hands but 
nature's have been laid on it. Care is taken 
that^the greatly-destined shall slip up into life 
in the shade, with»no thousand-eyed Athens to 
watch and blazon every new thought, every 
blushing emotion of young genius. Two persons 
lately,—very young children of the most high 
God,—have ^iven me occasion for thought. 

When I explorAi the source of their sanctity, 
and charm for the imagination, it seemed as if 
each answered, “ From my non-conformity: 

1 never listened |o your people's law, or to 
what they call their gospel, and wasted my time. 

I was content with the simjile rural poverty of 
my own : hence this swsetness : my work never 
reminds you of that;—is pure of that." And 
nature advertises ijfe in such {lersons, that, in 
democratic America, she will not be democra¬ 
tized. How cloistered^ and constitutionally 
sequesteied from the market and from scandiii! 

It was only this morning that I sent away some 
records, which were wild flowers of these wood- 
gods. They are a relief from literature,—these 
fresh draughts from the sources of thought and 
sentiment; as we read, in an age of polish and 
criticism, the first lines of written prose and 
verse of a nation. How captivating is their 
devotion to their favourite books, whether 
^fchylus, Dante, Shakspeare, or Scott, as feel¬ 
ing that they have a stake in that book: who 
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Natnr« touches that, touches them ;—and especially the 
solitude of the critic, the Patmos of thought 
and^o- from which he writes, in unconsciousness of any 
** * * eyes that shall ever read this writing. Could 
they dream on still, as angels, and not wake 
to comparisons, and to be flattered! Vet some 
natures are too good to be spoiled by praise; 
and whercFer the vein of thought reaches down 
into the profound, there is no «^anger from vanity. 
Solemn friends will warn them of the danger 
of their heads being turned by the flourish of 
trumpets, but tliey can afford to smile. I re¬ 
member the indignation of an eloquent Methodist 
at the kind admonition of a Doctor of Divinity ; 
“ My friend, a man can neither be praised nor 
insulted.^* But forgive the counsels; they are 
very natural. I remember the thought which 
occurred to me when some ingenious and spiritual 
foreigners came to America, was, “ Have you 
been victimized in be'jng brought hither?” — 
or, prior to that, answer me this; ** Are you 
victim! zable ? ** * 

As 1 have said, nature keeps these sovereignties 
in her own hands, and however pertly our 
sermons and disciplines would divide so^ne share 
of credit, and teach that the laws fashion the 
citizen, she goes her own gait, and puts the 
wisest in the wrong. She makes very light 
of gospels and prophets, as one who has a great 
many more to produce, and no excess of dme 
to spare on any one. There is a class of men, 
individuals of which appear at long intervals, so 
eminently endowed with insight and virtue, that 
they have been unanimously saluted as 
and who seem to be an accumulation of that 
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power wc consider, piyioe persons are character Chancter 
born, or, to borrow a phrase from Napoleon, 
they are victory organized. They are usually 
received with ilUwill, because they are new, 
and because they set a bound to the exaggeration 
that has*been made of the personality of the 
last divine jxrrsoD. Nature never rhymes her 
chiliren, nor makes two men alike. When we 
sec a great man^ we fancy a resemblance to 
some liistorical person, and predict the sequel 
of his character and fortune, a result which he 
ie sure to disappoint. None will ever solve the 
problem of his chaiacter accoiding to our pre¬ 
judice, but onlyvn his own high unprecedented 
way. Character wants room; must not be 
crowded on by persons, nor be judged from 
glimpses got in tye press of affairs or on few 
occasions. It needs perspective, as a great 
building. It may not, probably does not, form 
relations rapidly: and «we should not require 
rash explanation, either on the popular ethics, 
or on our own, of action. 

1 look on Scut|)ture as history. I do not 
think the Apollo and the Jove im^rossible in 
ifesh and blood, livery trait which the artist 
recorded in stone he had seen in life, and better 
than his copy. We have seen many counterfeits, 
but we arc btirn believers in great men. How 
easily we read in old books, when men were 
few, of the smallest action of the patriarchs. 

We require that a man should be so large and 
columnar in the landscape, that it should de¬ 
serve to be recorded, that he arose and girded 
up his loins, and departed to such a place. The 
pictures most credible to us are those of majestic 
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vinced the wjnses; as happened to the eastern 
missrivifig m;igian who was sent to test the merits of 
ZiTtusht or Zoroaster. When the Yunaoi sage 
arrived at Baikh, the Persians tell us, Gushtasp 
appointed a day on which the Mobeds^ of every 
country should assemble, and a golden chair was 
placed for the Yunani sage. Then the befcved 
Ve/.danj, the prophet Zcrtuf|-hi, advanced into 
the midst of the assembly. The Yunani sage, 
on seeing that chief, said, “This form and this 
gait cannot lie, and nothing but truth can procceil 
from them.** Plato said, it was impossible not 
to believe in the children of the gods, “ though 
they should s|)cak wiilmui j)robahle or nccessaiy 
arguments.’* I should think myself very unhappy 
in my associates, if I could pot credit the best 
thinfjs in history. “John Bradshaw,'* says 
Mill on, “x»p[>car8 like a consul, from whom the 
fasces are not to depai^ with the year ; so that 
not on the tribunal only, but thioughout his 
life, you would regard hiw as sitting in judg¬ 
ment uj>on kings.** I find it more credible, 
since it is anterior information, that one man 
should know heuvrn, as the Chinese «ay, than 
that so many men should know the world. 
“ The virtuous prince confronts the gods, with¬ 
out any misgiving. He waits a hundred ages 
till a sage comes and does not doubt. He who 
confronts the gods, without any misgiving, knows 
heaven; he who watts a hundr^ ages until a sage 
comes without doubting, knows men. Hence 
the virtuous pnnee moves, and for ages shows 
enipiie the way.*’ But there is no need to seek 
remote examples. He is a dull observer whose 
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experience has not tiught him the reality and Lifers 
force of magic, as well as of chemistry'. The 
coldest precisian cannot go abroad without en¬ 
countering inexplicable influences. One man 
fastens an eye on him, and the graves of the 
memory render up their dead; the secrets that 
make h«m wretched either to keep or to betray, 
mus^be yielded;—another, and he cannot speak, 
and the bones of^his body seem to Jose their 
cartilages; the entrance of a friend adds grace, 
boldness, and eloquence to him; and there are 
persons, he cannot choose but remember, who 
gave a transcendent ex{>ar}8ion to his timught, 
and kindled another life in his bosom. 

What is so excellent as strict relations of 
amity, when they spring from this deep root ? 

The suflicient rep|^ to the sceptic, who doubts 
the power and the furniture of man, is in that 
possibility of joyful intercourse with jiersons, 
which makes the faitU and practice of all 
reasonable men. T know nothing which life 
has to offer so satyifying as the profound good 
understanding, which can subsist, after much 
exchange of good offices, ^'tween two virtuous 
men, caoh of whom is sure of himself, and sufc 
of his friend. It is a happiness which postpones 
all other gratifications, and makes politics, and 
commerce, and churches, cheap. For> when 
men shall meet as they' ought, each a benefactor, 
a shower of stars, clothed with thoughts, wdth 
deeds, with accomplishments, it should be the 
festival of nature which all things announce* 

Of such' friendship, love in the sexes is the 
first symbol, as ail other things are symbols of 
love. Those relations to the best men, which, 
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If«« are at one time, we reckoned tke romances of youth, 
should become, in the progress of the character, the 
most solid enjoyment. 

If it wiTC possible to live in right relations 
with men !—if we could abstain from asking 
anything of them, from asking their praise, or 
help, or pity, and content us with compelling 
them through the virtue of the eldest if ws! 
could we not deal with a f*w persons—with 
one person—after the unwritten ati»tutc8, and 
make an experiment of their efficacy ? Could 
wc not pay our friend the compliment of truth, 
of silence, of forbearing ? Need we be so eager 
to seek him? If wc arc related, we shall meet. 
It was a tradition of the ancient world, that no 
metamorphosis could hide a god from a god; 
and there is a Greek verse vvkich runs, 

The goih arc to each other not unknown." 

Friends also follow the jaws of divine necessity; 
they gravitate to each other, and cannot othei- 
wise :— *, 

VV'"hcn cacli the other shall avoid, 

Shall each by ii ch be mo-^t cnjciycd. 

Their relation is not made, but allowTd. The 
gods must scat themselves without seneschal in 
our Olympus, and as they can instaJ themselves 
by divine seniority. Society is spoiled, if pains 
are taken, if the associates arc brought a mile to 
meet. And if it be not society, it is a mischievous, 
low, degrading jangle, though made up of the 
best. Ail the greatness of each is k^t back, 
and every foible in painful activity, as if the 
Olympians should meet to exchange snuffi-boxet. 
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Life goes headloi^. We chase some flying Mao's btsi 
scheme, or we are hunted by some fear or ^ 
command behind us. But if suddenly we en¬ 
counter a friend, we pau^e; our heat and hurry 
look foolish enough i now pause, now possession, 
is requiifti, and the power to swell the moment 
from the resources of the heart. The moment 
is alt, in all noble relations. 

A divine person is the prophecy of the mind ; 
a friend is the hope of the heart. Our beatitude 
waits for the fulfilment of these two in one, I'hc 
ages are opening this moral force. All force is 
the shadow or symlx)! of that. Poetry is joyful 
and strong, A m draws its inspirations thence. 

Men write their names on the world, as they 
are filled with this. History has been mean ; 
our nations have J)een mobs; wc have never 
seen a man: that divine form we do not yet 
know, but only the dream and prophecy of such ; 
we do not know the jiajostic manners winch 
belong to him, which appease and exalt tlie be¬ 
holder. We shall, one day see that tijc most 
private is the most public energy, that quality 
atones fur quantity, and grandeur of character 
acts in ^he dark, and succours them who ney^cr 
saw it. What greatness has yet appeared, is 
beginnings and encouragements to us in this 
direction. The history of iliose gods and saints 
which the world has written, and then wor¬ 
shipped, arc documents of character. The ages 
have exulted in the manners of a youth who 
owed nothing to fortune, and who was hanged 
at the Tyburn of his nation, who, by the pure 
quality of his nature, shed an epic splendour 
around the facts of his death, wlto has trans- 
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Tbt only figured every particular imp a uoiversai symbol 
r^ig^o This great defeat is 

hitherto our highest fact. But the mind requires 
a victory to the senses, a force of character 
which will convert judge, jury, soldier, and 
king; which will rule animal and* mineral 
viitues, and blend with the courses of sap, of 
rivers, of winds, of stars, and of moral agenil. 

Jf we cannot attain at a* bound to these 
giandeurs, at least let us do them homage. In 
society, high advantages are set down to the 
possessor as disadvantages. It requires the 
more waiincss in our private ^stihiaies. I do 
not forgive in my friends the failure to know a 
line character, and to entertain it with thankful 
hospitality. When, at last, that which we have 
always longed for, is arrived, and shines on us 
with glad rays, out of that far celesti.il land, 
then to be coarse, then to be critical, .<nd treat 
such a visitant with the jabbei and suspicion of 
th«^ streets, argues a vulgarity,that seems to shut 
the doors of heaven. This*is confusion, this 
the right insanity, when the soul no longer 
knyws its own, nor Svhere its allegiapcc, its 
religion, are due. Is there any religion but 
this, to know, that, wherever in the wide 
desert of being, the holy sentiment we cherish 
has opened into a flower, it blooms for me ? if 
none secs it, I set* it; I am aware, it I alone, of 
the greatness of the fact. ’Whilst it blooms, I 
will keep sabbath or holy time, and suspend my 
gloom, and my folly and jokes. Nature is 
indulged by the presence of this guest. There 
are many eyes that can detect and honour the 
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prudent and household virtues; there are many AUabtUhi* 
that can discern Genius on his starry track, 
though the mob is incapable: but when that 
love which is all-suffering, all-abstaining, all¬ 
aspiring, which has vowed to itself, that it will 
be a wretdh and also a fool in this world, sooner 
than soil its white hands by any compliances, 
comA into our streets and houses,—only the 
pure and aspiring can know its face, and the 
only compliment tPey can pay it, is to own it. 
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A minimtiin 
of require¬ 
ments 


MANNERS 

How near to good is what is fair! 
Wliifh we no s/»oner see^ 

But with the Itrius and outward air 
Our .senses taken be. 

Again yourselves compose, 

And no'.s’ put ail the aptness>on 
Of Figure, that ProjiortioA’ 

Or C’oldur can disclose ; 
rital it thnse silent arts were lost, 
Design and Ficrute, they might boast 
From you a newer grfund, 
Invtruered by the heightening sense 
Ul dignity and reveiencc 

In their true nt^itions ff»und.” 

’BtN JuNSON. 


LJAI>F the world, it is saill, knows not how 
* ilie other half lives. Our Exploring Ex- 
jredition saw the F’et^^ee islamiers getting their 
dinner off human bones; and they are said to 
eat their own wives and children. The husbandry 
ol the modem irihabitantvS of Gournou (west of 
old 'Fhebi's) is phdosophicnl to a fault. To 
set up their housekeeping, nothing is requisite 
but two or three earthen pots, a stone to grind 
meal, and a mat which is the bed. The house, 
namely, a tomb, is ready without rent or taxes. 
No rain can pss through the roof, and there 
is no door, fur there is no want of one, as there 
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is nothing to lose. If the house do not please Cr««tion 
them, they walk out and enter another, as there 
are several hundreds at their command. ** It is 
somewhat singular,” adds Bel7.oni, to whom we 
owe this account, ** to talk of happiness among 
people who live in sepulchres, among the corpses 
and rags of an ancient nation which they know 
nothing of.** In the deserts of Borgoo, the 
rock-Tibboos stiH dwell in caves, like cliff 
swallows, and the language of these negroes 
is compared by their neighbours to the shrirking 
of bats, and to the whistling of birds. Again, 
the Bornoos have no proper names; individuals 
are called after dieir height, thickness, or other 
accidental quality, and have nicknames merely. 

But the ^alt, the dates, the ivory, and the gold, 
for which these hq^rible regions are visited, find 
their way into countries, where the purchaser 
and consumer can hardly be ranked in one race 
with these cannibals and^nian-steaiers : countries 
where man serves' himself with metals, wood, 
stone, glass, gum, c^ton, silk, and wool; honours 
himself with architecture ; writes laws, and con- 
trives to execute his will through the hands of 
many nations ; and especially esublishes a 8el<K:t 
society, running through all the countries of 
intelligent meo, a self-constituted aristocracy, 
or fraternity of the best, which, without written 
law, or exact unge of any kind, perpetuates 
itself, colonizes every new'-planted island, and 
adopts and makes its own, whatever personal 
beauty or extraordinary native endowment any¬ 
where appears. 

What fact more conspicuous in modern history 
than the creation of the gentleman ? Chivalry 
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Inter- iB th;it, and loyalty is tliat, and, in English 
geo^^Mn- literature, half the drama, and all the novels, 

Aineti from Sir Philip Sidney to Sir Walter Scott, 
paint this figure. The word gentleman^ which, like 
the word Christian, must hereafter characterize 
the present and the few preceding centuries, 
by the importance attached to it, is a homage 
to personal and incommunicable propeAies. 
I'rivolous and fantastic additpns have got as¬ 
sociated with the name, but the steady interest 
of mankind in it must be attributed to the 
valuable projierties which it designated. An 
ehment which unites all the most forcible 
]>erson8 ot every country ; makes them in¬ 
telligible and agreeable to each other, and is 
somew'hat so precise, that it is at once felt if 
an individual lack the masonic sign, cannot be 
any casual product, but must be an average 
lesult of the character and faculties universally 
found in men. It seeijis a certain {icrmanent 
average; as the atmosphere is a permanent 
composition, whilst so niany^gascs are combined 
only to be decompounded. Comme tl faut^ ia 
the Frenchman’s description of good society, 
mutt be. It is a spontaneous fruit of 
lalenra and feelings of precisely that class who 
have most vigour, who take the lead in the 
world of this hour, and, though far from pure, 
far from constituting the gladdest and highest 
tone of human feeling, is as good as the whole 
society permits it to be. it is made of the 
spirit, more than of the talent of men, and is 
a compound icsult, into which every great force 
enters as an ingredient, namely, virtue, wit. 
beauty, wealth, and power. 
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There is somethin^equivocal in all the words Aowa 
ID use to express the excellence of manners 
and social cultivation, because the quantities are 
Auxionai, and the last effect is assumed by the 
senses as the cause. I'he word grntieman has 
not any correlative abstract to express the quality. 
Gentility is mean, and gentilesse is obsolete. But 
we Auai keep alive in the vernacular the distinc¬ 
tion between fishi^^ a word of narrow and often 
sinister meanin)^, and the heroic character which 
the gentleman imports. The usual words, how¬ 
ever, must be respected : they will be found to 
contain the root of the matter. The [Kjint of 
distinction in alNthis class of names, as courtesy, 
chivalry, fashion, and the like, is, that the flower 
and the fruit, not the grain of the tree, arc con¬ 
templated. It is J>eauty which is the aim this 
time, and not worth. The result is now in 
question, although our words intimate well 
enough the popular feejjng, that the appc-arancc 
supposes a substance. The gentleman is a man 
of truth, lord of hyv own actions, and expressing 
that lordship in his behaviour, not in any planner 
dependent and servile, either on [lersons, or 
opinions^ or possessions. Beyond this fact aof 
truth and real force, the word denotes good¬ 
nature or benevolence : manhood first, and then 
gentleness. The popular notion certainly adds a 
condition of ease and fortune. But that is a 
natural result of personal force and love, that 
they should possess and dispense the goods of 
the world. In times of violence, every eminent 
person must fall in with many opf^ortunities to 
approve his stoutness and worth ; therefore, every 
man’s name that emerged at all from the mass 
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Rnlcnofin the feudal agea^ rattJj» io our ear like a 
flourish of trumpets. But personal force ncirer 
qualities goes out of fashioD. That is still paramount to* 
day, and, in the moving crowd of good society, 
the men of valour and reality are known, and rise 
to their natural place. The competition is trans¬ 
ferred from war to politics and trade, but the 
personal force appears readily enough in Vhese 
new arenas. ^ 

Power first, or no leading class. In oolitics 
and in trade, bruisers and pirates are of better 
promise than talkers and clerks. God knows 
that all sorts of gentlemen knock at the door; 
but whenever used in strictness,'and with any 
emphasis, the name will be found to point at 
original energy. It describes a man standing 
in his own right, and worl^ing after untaught 
methods. In a good lord, there must first be 
a good animal, at least to the extent of yielding 
the incomjtarable advantage of animal spirits. 
The ruling class must have more, but they must 
have these, giving in everyt company the sense 
of power, which makes things easy to be done 
whiclT' daunt the wise. The society of the 
epergetic class, in fheir friendly and. festive 
meetings, is full of courage, and of attempts, 
which intimidate the pale scholar. The courage 
which girls exhibit is like the battle of Lundy’s 
Lane, or a sea-fight. The intellect relies on 
memory to make some supplies to face these 
extemporaneous squadrons. Bus> memory is a 
base mendicant with basket and badge, in the 
pretence of these sudden masters. The rulers 
of society n ust be up to the work of the world, 
and equal to their versatile oflice: men of the 
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right Caetariaa pattciPy who hare great range 
of affinity. I am far from belieting the timid 
maxim of Lord Falkland^ {** that for ceremony 
there must go two to it; since a bold fellow will 
go through the cunningest forms/') and am of 
opinion tnat the gentleman is the bold fi^llow 
whose forms are not to be broken through ; and 
onij^ that plenteous nature is rightful master, 
which is the conmlemcnt of whatever person it 
converses with, my gentleman gives the law 
where he is} he will out-pray saints in chapel, 
out-general veterans in the field, and outshine ail 
courtesy in the hall. He is good company for 
pirates, and g^d with academicians; so that it 
IS useless to fortify yourself against him ; he has 
the private entrance to all minds, and 1 could as 
easily exclude mgself as him. The famous 
geotlejiien of Asia and Europe have been of 
this strong ty|je : Saladin, Sapor, the Cid, Julius 
Cxsar, Scipio, Alexander, Pericles, and tlie 
lordliest personagel. Iney sat very carelessly 
in their chairs, and were too excellent them- 
selves, to value any condition at a liigh rate. 

A plentiful fortune is reckoned necessary, in 
the popislar judgment, to fhe completion of tbit 
man of the world: and it is a material deputy 
which walks through the dance which the first 
has led. Money is not essential, but this wide 
affinity is, which transcends the habits of clique 
and caste, and makes itself felt by men of all 
classes. If the aristocrat is only valid in fashion¬ 
able circles;, and not with truckmen, he will 
never be a leader in fashion ; and if the man of 
the people cannot speak on equal terms with the 
geBtlemaii, so that the j^ntlemao shall perceive 
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Muocrt that he is already really of his own order» he is 
**®***^ not to be feared< Diogenes, Socrates, and 
Epaminondas, are gentlemen of the best blood, 
who have chosen the condition of poverty, when 
that of wealth was equally open to them. 1 use 
these old names, but the men I speak of are my 
contemporaries. Fortune will not supply to every 
generation one of these well-appointed knights, 
but every collection of men furnishes some ex¬ 
ample of the class: and the politics of this 
country, and the trade of every town, are con¬ 
trolled by these hardy and irresponsible doers, 
who have invention to uke the lead, and a broad 
sympathy which puts them io fellowship with 
crowds, and makes their action popular. 

The manners of this class are observed and 
caught with devotion by men of taste. The 
association of these masters with each other, and 
with men intelligent of their merits, is mutually 
agrcf'able and stimulating. The good forms, the 
happiest expressions of each, are repeated and 
adopted. By swift consem, everything super¬ 
fluous is dropped, everything graceful is renewed. 
Fine manners show themselves formidable to the 
uncultivated man. They arc a subtler science of 
defence to parry and intimidate; but once 
matched by the skill of the other party, they 
drop the point of the sword,—points and fences 
disappear, and the youth finds himself in a more 
transparent atmosphere, wherein life it a less 
troublesome game, and not a misunderstanding 
arises between the players. Manners aim to 
facilitate life, to get rid of impediments, and 
bring the mao pure to energize. They aid our 
dealing and conversation, as a railway aids 
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travelling, by getting igd of all avoidable obatruc* Pachtoala 
tioD8 of the road» and leaving nothing to be^J^ 
conquered but pure space. These forms very to w«d 
soon become fixed, and a fine sense of propriety 
is cultivated with the more heed, that it becomes 
a badge bf social and civil distinctions. Thus 
grows up Fashion, an equivocal semblance, the 
mos# puissant, the most fantastic and frivolous, 
the most feared and followed, and which morals 
and violence assauft in vain. 

There exists a strict relation between the 
class of power, and the exclusive and polished 
circles. The last arc always filled or filling 
from the ^The strong men usually give 

some allowance even to the petulances of fashion, 
for that a^ioity they find in it. Napoleon, child 
of the revolution^ destroyer of the old nob¬ 
lesse, never ceased to court the Faubourg 
St Germain: doubtless with the feeling, that 
fashion is a homage to men of his stamp. 

Fashion, though in a strange way, represents 
ail manly virtue. Jt is virtue gone to seed: 
it is a kind of posthumous honour. It does 
not often caress the great, but the children of 
die greqf: it is a hall oPthe Past. It usually 
sets its face against the great of this hour. 

Great men are not commonly in its halls: 
they are absent in the field: they are working, 
not triumphing. Fashion is made up of their 
children; of those, who through the value and 
virtue of somebody, have acquired lustre to 
their name, marks of distinction, means of culti¬ 
vation and generosity, and, in their physical 
organization, a ccruin health and excellence 
which secures to them, if not the highest power 
II G 
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MioorHy to work, yet high power ^.o enjoy. The claM 
of power, the working heroes, the Cortez, the 
Nelson, the Napoleon, see that this U the 
festivity and jxfrmanent celebration of such as 
tiiey ; that fashion is funded talent; is Mexico, 
Marengo, and Trafalgar, beaten out ihin; that 
the brilliant names of fashion run back to just 
such busy names as their own, fifty or 'iftixty 
years ago. They are the sowers, their sons 
shall be the reapers, and their sons, in the 
ordinary course of things, must yield the }k>s- 
session of the harvest to new competitors with 
keener eyes and stronger frames. The city is 
recruited from the country, lu the y<*ar 1805, 
it is said, every legitimate monarch in Huro])C 
V as imbecile. The city would have died out, 
lotted, and exploded long apo, but that it was 
r'inforced from the fields. It is only country 
which came to town day before yesterday, that 
is city and court to-day. 

Aristocracy and fashion art; certain inevitable 
results. These mutual selections arc indestruct¬ 
ible. If they provoke anger in the least favoured 
class, and the excluded majority revenge thi.m» 
on the excluding minority, by the strong 
hand, and kilt them, at once a new class finds 
Itself at the top, as certainly as cream rises in a 
liowl of milk : ami if the people should destroy 
class after class, until two men only were left, 
one of these would be the leader, and would be 
involuntarily served and copi^^d by the other. 
You may keep this niinoriiy out of sight and out 
of mind, but it is tenacious of life, and is one of 
the estates of the realm. 1 am the more struck 
with this tenacity, when I seek its work. It 



IfAKNBRS 


99 


r^»f>ects the adminittraticm of Buch unimpomot P»thton 
matters, that we should not look for any dur- 
ability in its rule. We sometimes meet men itself 
under some strong moral influence, as, a patriotic, 
a literary^ a religious movement, and feel that the 
moral sentiment rules man and nature. We think 
all ocher distinctions and ties will be slight and 
fugftve, this of caste or fashion, for example; 
yet come from y^ar to year, and see how |>er- 
manent that is, in this Boston or New York 
life of man, where, too, it has not the least 
countenance from the law of the land. Not 
in Egypt or in India, a firmer or more ini} an- 
sable line. AeP; are associations whose tics go 
over, and under, and through it, a meeting of 
merchants, a military corps, a college-rlass, a 
Are-club, a protcf^iona) association, a {>olitical, 
a religious convention;—the persons seem lo 
draw in8e{>arably near; yet, that assembly once 
dispersed, its members ^1) not in tiie year meet 
again. Each returns to his degree in the irralc 
or good society, ])^rceiain remains porcelain, and 
earthen earthen. The objects of fashion may 
be frivolous, or fashion may be objectless, but 
the nature of this union and selection can he 
neither frivolous nor accid<'ntai. Isach man's 
rank in that perfect graduation depends on some 
symmetry in his structure, or some agreement in 
his structure to the symmetry of society. Its 
doors unbar instantaneously to a natural claim of 
their own kmd. A natural gentleman finds his 
way in, and will keep the oldest patrician out, 
who has lost his intrinsic rank. Fashion under¬ 
stands itself; good breeding of every country and 
peiaonal superiority readily fraternize with tliat ol 
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Stroof wm every other. The chiefs of savage tribes hate 
distinguished themselves in London and Paris» 
by the purity of their tournurc. 

To say what good of fashion we can,—it 
rests on reality, and hates nothing so much as 
pretenders;—lo exclude and mystify pretenders, 
and send them into everlasting ** Coventry.*’ is 
its delight. We contemn, in turn, every other 
gift of men of the world ; but^the habit even in 
little and the least matters, of not appealing to 
any but our own sense of propriety, constitutes 
the foundation of all chivalry. There is almost 
no kind of self-reliance, so it be sane and pro¬ 
portioned, which fashion does mot occasionally 
adopt, and give it the freedom of its satoons. 
A sainted soul is always elegant, and, if it will, 
pas^ses unchallenged into the piost guarded ring. 
But so \\ill Jock the teamster pass, in some crisis 
that brings him thither, and find favour, as long 
as his head is not gidc^v with the new circum¬ 
stance, and the iron shoes do not wish to dance 
in waltzes and cotillons. For there is nothing 
settled in manners, but the laws of behaviour 
yield to the energy of the individual. The 
maiden at her first liail, the countrymno at a 
citv dinner, believes that there is a ritual accord- 
ing to which every act and complimenc must be 
performed, or the failing party must be cast out 
of this presence. Later, they learn that good 
sense and character make their own forms every 
moment, and speak or abstain, take wine or 
refuse it, stay nr go, sit in a chair or sprawl 
with children on the floor, or stand on their 
bead, or what else soever, in a new and aboriginal 
way: and that strong will is always in fashion. 
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let who will be unhiabionable. All that fashion A uui 
demands is composure, and self-content. A 
circle of men perfectly well-bred, would be a 
company of sensible persons, in which every 
man B native manners and character appeared. 

If the fashionist have not this quality, he is 
nothing. We are such lovers of self-reliance, 
tha^ we excuse in a man many sins, if he will 
show us a complq^e satisfaction in his |>osition, 
which asks no leave to be, of mine, or any 
man’s good opinion. But any deference to 
some eminent man or woman of the world, 
forfeits all privilege of nobility. He is an 
underling: 1 htrve nothing to do with him; 1 
will fipivik with his master. A man should not 
go wheie he cannot carry his whole sphere or 
society with him,^not bodily, the whole circle 
of his friends, but atmospherically. He should 
preserve in a new company the same attitude of 
mind and reality of r^ation, which his daily 
associates draw him to, else he is shorn of his 
best beams, and wiji be an orphan in the merriest 
club. “If you could sec Vich Ian Vohr with 

his tail on!-” But Vich Ian Vohr must 

alwaysscarry his belongij!g& in some fashionf if 
not added as honour, then severed as disgrace. 

There will always be in society certain |)crson8 
who are Mercuries of its approbation, and whose 
glance will at any time determine for the curious 
their standing in the world. These are the 
chamberlains of the lesser gods. Accept their 
coldness as an omen of grace with the loftier 
deities, and allow them all their privilege. They 
are clear in their office, nor could they be thus 
formidable, without their own merits. But do 



* IU2 


MANNERS 


Man not measure the importancciof this class by their 
pretension, or imagine that a fop can be the 
dispenser of honour and shame. They pass also 
at their just rate; for how can they otherwise, 
in circles wliich exist as a sort of herald’s office 
for the sifting of character ? ‘ 

As the first thing man requires of roan, is 
reality, so, that appears in all the form* of 
society. We pointedly, and by name, introduce 
the parties to each other. &now you before 
all heaven and earth, that this is Andrew, and 
this is Gregory;—they look each other in the 
eye; they grasp each other’s hand, to identify 
and signalize each other. It ii^a ^reat satisfac¬ 
tion. A gentleman never dodges; his eyes look 
straight forward, and he assures the other party, 
first of all, that he has been met. For what 
is it that wc seek, in so many visits and hospi* 
taitties ? Is it your draperies, pictures, and 
decorations? Or do wc not insatiably ask. 
Was a man in the house*^? I .nay easily go into 
a great household where thert; is much substance, 
excellent provision for comfort, luxury, and taste, 
and yet not encounter there any Amphitryon, 
shall subordinate these appendages. ^ 1 may 
go into a cottage, and find a farmer who feels 
that he is the man 1 have come to see, and 
fronts me accordingly. It was therefore a very 
natural [xiint of feudal etiquette, that a gentle¬ 
man who received a visit, though it were of 
his sovereign, should not leave his roof, but 
should wait his arrival at the door of his house. 
No house, though it were the Tuileries, or the 
Fscurial, is good for anything without a master. 
And yet wc are not often gratihed by this 
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h^itality. Evei^ we know lurroands Tnttk->tfif 
himself with a nnc house, fine books, con- 
servatory, gardens, e<juipage, and all manner of 
toys, as screens to interpose between himself 
and his guest. Does it not seem as if man was 
of a vcry*sly, elusive nature, and dreaded nothing 
so much as a full rencontre front to front with 
his fellow ? It were unmerciful, I know, quite 
to abolish the usg of these screens, which are 
of eminent convenience, whether the guest is 
too great, or too little. We call together 
many frir-nds who keep each other in play, or, 
by luxuries and ornaments we amuse the young 
people, and gbaad our retirement. Or if, }>er- 
chnnee, a searching realist comes to our gate, 
before whose eye we have no care to stand, 
then again we rug to our curtain, and hide as 
Adam at the voice of the Lotd God in the 
garden. Cardinal Caprara, the Po]>e*a legate 
at Paris, defended him^lf from the glances of 
Napoleon, by an iiAmcnsc pair of green 8]>ectacle8. 

Napoleon rcmnrketi them, and speedily managed 
to rally them off; *and yet Napoleon, in his turn, 
was not great enough with eight hundred thousand 
uoops ^ his back, to fuce^k pair of freeborn eyfs, 
but fenced himself with etiquette, and witiiin 
triple barriers of reserve; and, as all the world 
knows from Madame de Stael, was wont, wlien 
he found himself observed, to discharge his face 
of all expression. But emperors and rich men 
are by no means the most skilful masters of good 
manners. No rent-roll nor army-list can dignify 
ikulkiog and dissimulation: and the first point 
of courtesy mutt always be truth, as really all 
the forms of good-breeding point that way* 
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■It apart** 


I have just been readmg, in Mr Hazlitt’s 
translation, Montaigne's account of his journey 
into Italy, and am struck with nothing more 
agreeably than the self-respecting fashions of the 
time. His arrival in each place, the arrival 
of a gentleman of France, is an event of some 
consequence. Wherever he goes, he pays a 
visit to whatever prince or gentleman of* note 
resides upon his road, as a du(y to himself and to 
civilization. When he leaves any house in which 
he has lodged for a few weeks, he causes his 
arms to be painted and hung up as a perpetual 
sign to the house, as was the custom of gentlemen. 

I'he complement of this gn^ceful self-respect, 
and that of all the points of good breeding 1 
most require and insist upon, is deference. 1 
like that every chair should, be a throne, and 
hold a king. I prefer a tendency to stateliness, 
to an excess of fellowship. Let the incom- 
municjble objects of ,,nature and the meta¬ 
physical isolation of man teach us independence. 
Let us not be too much acquainted. I would 
have a man enter his house through a hall hlied 
with heroic and sacred sculptures, that he might 
not want the hint of*^’tranquillity and self-poise. 
We should meet each morning, as from foreign 
countries, and spending the day together, should 
dcjKirt at niglity as into foreign countries. In 
all things I would have the island of a man in* 
violate. Let us sit apart as the gods, talking 
from peak to peak all round Olympus. No 
degree of affection need invade this religion. 
This is myrrh and rosemary to keep the other 
sweet. Lovers should guard their strangeness. 
If they forgive too mtich, all slides into con- 
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fusion and meanness# It ta easy to push thisTteimm 
deference to a Chinese etiquette; but coolness ^ 
and absence ot beat and haste indicate fine 
qualities. A gentleman makes no noise: a 
lady is serene. Proportionate is our disgust at 
those invaders who dll a studious house with 
blast or running, to secure some paltry con* 

\Tnilnce. Not less I dislike a low sympathy 
of each with his ^neighbour’s needs. Must we 
have good understanding with one another’s 
palates? as foolish people who have lived long 
together, know when each wants salt or sugar. 

1 pray my compnion, if he wishes for bread, 
to ask me for* bread, and if he wishes for 
sassafras or arsenic, to ask me for them, and 
not to hold out his plate, as if I knew already. 

Every natural function can be dignified by de¬ 
liberation and privacy. Let us leave hurry to 
slaves. The compliments and ceremonies of 
our breeding should signify, however remotely, 
the recollection of the grandeur of our destiny. 

The ilower of^courtesy docs not very well 
bide handling, but if we dare to open another 
leaf, and explore what paru go to its conformation, 
we sh^l find also an intellectual quality. Xo 
the leaders of men, the brain as well as the flesh 
and the heart must furnish a proportion. Defect 
in manners is usually the defect of fine percep¬ 
tions. Men are too coarsely made tor the 
delicacy of heautiful carriage and customs. It 
is not quite sufficient to go^ breeding, a union 
of kindness and independence. We imperatively 
require a perception of, and a homage to beauty 
in our companions. Other virtues are in re¬ 
quest in the field and work yard, but a certain 
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SoclttT,« degree of taste is not to ^ 8]>ared in those we 
with. 1 could better eat with one who did 
not respect the truth or the laws, than with 
a sloven and unpresentable person. Moral 
qualities rule the world, but at short distances, 
the senses are despotic. The same discrimina¬ 
tion of fit and fair runs out, if with less rigour, 
into all parts of life. The average spirit of the 
energetic class is good sense, acting under certain 
limitations and to certain ends. It entertains 
every natural gift. Social in its nature, it 
respects everything which tends to unite men. 
It delights in measure. The love of beauty is 
mainly the love of measure or jvoportion. The 
])etson who screams, or uses the superlative 
degree, or converses with heat, puls whole draw¬ 
ing-rooms to llight. If you wish to be loved, 
love measure. You must have genius, or a pro¬ 
digious usefulness, if you will hide the want of 
measure. This |>erccption comes in to polish 
and |K*ifect the parts df t)ic"social instrument. 
Society will pardon much tq, genius and sptcial 
gifts, but, being in its naturb a convention, it 
loves what is conventional, or what belongs to 
coming together. That makes the gqpd and 
bad of manners, namely, what helps or hinders 
fellowship. For fashion is not good sense 
absolute, but relative; not good sense private, 
but good sense entertaining company. It hates 
corners and sharp points of character, hates 
quarrelsome, egotistical, aolitary, and gloomy 
people; hates whatever can interfere with total 
blending of panics; whilst it values all peculi¬ 
arities as in the highest degree refreshing, which 
can consist with good fellowship. And besides 
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the general infution wit to heighten ciTility, 
the direct splendour of intellectual power is ever 
welcome in fine society as the costliest addition 
to its rule and its credit. 

The dry light must shine in to adorn our 
festival, bdt it must be tempered and shaded, or 
that will also offend. Accuracy is essential to 
beauty, and quick perceptions to politeness, but 
not too quick perceptions. One may be too 
punctual and too ftrccise. He must leave the 
omniscience of business at the door, when he 
comes into the palace of beauty. 4Society loves 
creole natures, and sleepy, languishing manners, 
so that they cOvqjr sense, grace, and good-will ; 
the air of drowsy strength, which disarms 
criticism ; pel haps, because such a person seems 
to reset ve himself for the best of the game, and 
not spend himself on surfaces; an ignoring eye, 
which docs not see the annoyances, shifts, ;ind 
inconveniences that cloud the brow and smother 
the voice of the sensitive.* 

Therefore, beside8,pcrBonal force and so much 
perception as constitutes unerring taste, society 
demands, in its ptrician class, another element 
already intimated, which significantly tern^ 
good-nature, expressing all degrees of generosity 
from the lowest willingness and faculty to oblige, 
up to the heights of magnanimity and love. In¬ 
sight we must have, or we shall run against one 
another, and miss the way to our food; but 
intellect is selfish and barren. The secret of 
success in society, is a certain heartiness and 
sympathy, A man who is not happy in the 
company, cannot find any word in his memory 
that will fit the occadon. All bis information 
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Charln is a little impertinent. A mun who is happy 
James Fo* there, finds in erery turn of the conYersation 
equally lucky occasions for the introduction of 
that which he has to say. The favourites of 
society, and what it calls whcle souli^ are able 
men, and of more spirit than wit, who have no 
uncomfortable egotism, but who exactly fill the 
hour and the company, contented and content* 
ing, at a marriage or a funeral, a ball or a jury, 
a water-party or a shooting-match. England, 
which is rich in gentlemen, furnished, in the 
beginning of the present century, a good model 
oF that genius which the world loves, in Mr 
Fox, who added to his great*abilities the most 
social disposition, and real love of men. Parlia¬ 
mentary history has few better passages than the 
debate, in which Burke an<l Fox scjiarated in 
the fiouee of Commons; when Fox urged on 
his old friend the claims of old friendship with 
such tenderness that the house was moved to 
tears. Another anecdote is so close to my 
matter, that I must hazard ♦he story. A trades- 
mun who had long dunned him for a note of 
three hundred guineas, found him one day 
counting gold, and demanded payment; “ No,*' 
said Fox, “ 1 owe this money lo Sheridan; it 
is a debt of honour: if an accident should happen 
to me, he has nothing to show.^’ “Then,” 
said the creditor, << I change my debt into a 
debt of honour," and tore the note in pieces. 
Fox thanked the man for his confidence, and 
paid him, saying, ** his debt was of older stand¬ 
ing, and Sheridan must watt." Lover of liberty, 
friend of the Hindoo, friend of the African 
slave, he possessed a great personal popularity; 
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and Napoleon said of liim on the occasion of his “ tim 
yisit to Paris, in 1B05, Fox will always hold 
the first place in an aasemhiy of the Tuilcries.” FasUlon** 
We may easily seem ridiculous in our eulogy 
of courtesy, whenever we insist on benevolence 
as its foundation. The painted phantasm Fashion 
lises to cast a species of derision on what we 
say. ^ But 1 will neither be driven from some 
allowance to Fashj^n, as a symbolic institution, 
nor from the belief that love is the basis of 
courtesy. We nmst obtain that^ if we can ; but 
by all means we must alHrm this* I^ife owes 
much of its spirit to these sharp contrasts. 

Fashion which aCects to be honour, is often, in 
all men*8 experience, only a ball-room code. 

Vet, so long as it is the hipjicst circle in the 
imagination of best heads on the planet, 
there is something necensary and excellent in it; 
for it is not to be supposed that men have agn ed 
to be the dupes of aoytj^ing preposterous; and 
the respect which these mysteries inspire in the 
most rude and sylvan characters, and the 
curiosity with which details of high life arc 
read, betray the universality of the love of 
cultivatf^ manners. I knSw tliat a comic di^ 
parity would be felt, if we should enter the 
acknowledged ** first circles,’* and apply these 
terrific standards of justice, beauty, and benefit, 
to the individuals actually found there. Monarchs 
and heroes, sages and lovers, these gallants are 
not. Fashion has many classes and many rules 
of probation and admission; and not the best 
alone. There is not only the right of con(|ueit, 
which genius pretends,—the individual demoii- 
strating bis natural aristocracy best of the best; 
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*'Uoat*'of —but less claims will p(iS8 for the time; for 
Fashion lovt’s lions, ana points, like Circe, to 
her horned company. This gentleman is this 
afcernoon arrived from Denmark; and that is 
my Lord Ride, who came yesterday from 
Bagdat; here is Captain F ricse, from Cape 
Turoagatn; and Captain Symmes, fron^ the 
interior of the earth ; and Monsieur Jovaire, 
who came down this morning, in a balloon ; Mr 
Mobnail, the reformer; and Reverend Jul Bat, 
who has converted the whole torrid zone in his 
Sunday-school; and Signor Torre del Greco, 
who extinguished Vesuvius, by pouring into it 
the Bay of Naples; Spahi, 'the Persian am¬ 
bassador; and Tul Wii Shan, the exiled nabob 
of Nepaul, whose saddle is the new moon.— 
But these are monsters of one day, and to-morrow 
will be dismissed to their holes and dens; for, 
in these rooms, every chair is waited for. The 
a; tist, the scholar, an4 in general, the clerisy, 
wins its way up into these places, and gets re¬ 
presented here, somewhat onp.this footing of con¬ 
quest. Another mode is to pass through all 
the degrees, spendinj^ a year and a day in St 
Michael’s Square, being steeped in Cologne 
water, and perfumed, and dined, and introduced, 
and properly grounded in all the biography, and 
politics, and anecdotes of the boudoirs. 

Yet these fineries may have grace and wit. 
Let there be grotesque sculpture about the gates 
and offices of temples. Let the creed and com¬ 
mandments even have the saucy homage of 
pareniy. The forms of politeness universally ex¬ 
press benevolence in superlative degrees. What 
'f they are in the mouths of selfish meOt sod 
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used as meaos of Afllishncss ? What if the Puhloii if 

hilse gentlemao almost bows the tnie out 

the world ? What if the false gentleman con- behaviour 


ti'ives so to address his companioo, as civilly 
to exclude all others from his discourse, and 


also to make them feel excluded^ Real ser¬ 


vice will not lose its nobleness* All generosity 
is n8t merely French and sentimental; nor is it 
to be concealed, tf^at living blood and a passion 
of kindness does at last distinguish God's gentle¬ 
man from Fashion's. The epitaph of Sir .lenkin 
Grout is not wholly unintelhgiblc to the present 
age, “ Here lies Sir Jenkin Grout, who loved 
his friend, ancT persuaded his enemy: what his 
mouth ate, his hand paid for: what his seivants 
robbed, he restored: if a woman gave him plea¬ 
sure, he supported Jjer in pain; he never forgot 
his children : and whoso touched his linger, drew 
after it his whole body." Even the line of heroes 
is not utterly extinct. T^Jierc is still ever some 
admirable })erson in plain clothes, standing on the 
wharf, who jumps m to rescue a drowning man; 
there is still some absurd inventor of charities; 


some guide and comforter of runaway slaves; 
some frif^nd of Poland ; soW Phiihellenc ; 8om<« 


fanatic who plants shade-trees for the second and 
third generation, and orchards when he is grown 
old; some welUconcealed piety; some just man 
happy in an ill-fame; some youth ashamed of 
the favours of fortune, and impatiently casting 
them on other shoulders. And these are the 


centres of society, on which it returns for fresh 
impulses. These are the creators of Fashion, 
which is an attempt to organize beauty of be¬ 
haviour. The beautiful and the generous are, 
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in the theory, the doctoni. aod apottles of thU 
church: Scipio, and the Cid, and Sir Philip 
Sidney, and Washington, and every pure and 
valiant heart, who worshipped Beauty by word 
and by deed. The persons who constitute the 
natural aristocracy, are not found in the actual 
aristocracy, or, only on its edge; as the chemical 
energy of the spectrum is found to be greatest, 
just outside of the spectrum. Yet that is the 
infirmity of the seneschals, who do not know 
their sovereign when he appears. The theory 
of society supposes the existence and sovtreignty 
of these. It divines afar off their coming. It 
says with the elder gods, — i- 

A« Heaven and Earrh are fairer far 

Titan Chaofi and blank Darkness though once chief*; 

And as we Hhow beyond that ^eaven and Earth, 

In form and !>hape compact anu heantttul; 

So, on our heels a fresh perfection treads; 

A power, more strong in beauty, born of us. 

And fated to excel us, as we pass 
In glory chat old Darkness: 

-for, ’tis the eternal jaw, 

'I'hat first in beauty shall be nut in might.*' 

Therefore, within the ethnical circle of good 
society, there is a narrower and highej circle, 
concentration of its light, and flower of courtesy, 
to which there is always a tacit appeal of pride 
and reference, as to its inner and imperial court, 
the |>arliament of love and chivalry. And this 
is constituted of those persons in whom heroic 
dispositions are native, with the love of beauty, 
the delight in society, and the power to embellish 
the passing day. If the individuals who compose 
the purest circles of aristocracy io Europe, the 
guarded blood of centuries, should pass in review. 
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in 9uch a manner as thut we could, at leisure, and Christta- 
critically, inspect their behaviour, we might find 
no gentleman, and no lady; for, although ex« 
cellent specimens of courtesy and high«brceding 
would gratify us in the assemblage, in the par* 
ticulars we should detect offence; because ele¬ 
gance comes of no breeding, but of birth. There 
mustf be romance of character, or the most fas> 
tidious exclusion 0^ impertinencies will not avail. 

It must be genius which takes that direction : it 
must be not courteous, but courtesy. High be¬ 
haviour is as rare in fiction, as it is in fact. Scott 
is praised for the fidelity with which he painted 
the demeanoui' and conversation of the suptTior 
classes. Certainly, kings and queens, nobles 
and great ladies, had some right to complain of 
the absurdity that had been put in their mouths, 
before the days or Wavtrley: but neither does 
Scott’s dialogue bear criticism. His lords brave 
each other in smart epigiammatic speeches, but 
the dialogue is in costume, and does not please 
on the second reading: it is not warm with life. 

In Shakspeare alode, the speakers do not strut 
and bridle, the dialogue is easily great, and he 
is the j)est-bred man iif all England, in a]l 
Christendom. Once or twice, in real life, we 
are permitted to enjoy the charm of noble 
manners, in the presence of a man or woman 
who have no bar in their nature, but whose 
character emanates freely in their word and 
gesture. A beautiful form is belter than a 
kautiful face; a beautiful behaviour is better 
than a beautiful form: it gives a higher pleasure 
than statues or pictures; it it the finest of the 
fine arts. A man is but a little thing in the 
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midst of the objects of nature, yet, by the moral 
quality radiating from his countenance, he may 
abolish all considerations of magnitude, and in 
his manners equal the majesty of the world. I 
have seen an individual, whose manners, though 
wholly within the conventions of elegant society, 
were never learned there, but were original 
and commanding, and held out protection' and 
prosperity; one who did net need the aid of 
a court-suit, but carried the holiday in his eye; 
who exhilarated the fancy by dinging wide 
the doors of new modes of existence; who 
shook off the captivity of etiquette, with happy, 
spirited bearing, good-natured and free as Robin 
Hood; yet with the port of an cm[x^ro^,—if 
need be, calm, serious, and lit to stand the gaze 
of millions. « 

The open air and the fields, the streets and 
public chambers, are the places where man 
executes his will; let^ him yield or divide the 
sceptre at the door of the house. Woman, with 
her instinct of behaviour, ■ jnstantly detects in 
man a love of trifles, any coldness or imbecility, 
or, in short, any want of that large, flowing, 
as'd magnanimous deportment, whicK is in¬ 
dispensable as an exu*rior in the hall. Our 
American institutions have been friendly to her, 
and, at this moment, 1 esteem it a chief felicity 
of this country, that it excels in women. A 
certain awkward consciousness of inferiority in 
the men, may give rise to the new chivalry io 
behalf of Women's Rights. Certainly, let her 
be as much better placed in the laws and in 
social forms, as the most zealous reformer can 
ask, but I confide so entirely in her inspiring 
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and musical nature, that I belie?e only herself lUpnr 
can show us how she shall be served. The *®®»v®** 
wonderful generosity of her sentiments raises 
her at times into hcroical and godlike regions, 
and verifies the pictures of Minerva, Juno, or 
Polymnia; and, by the firmness with which 
she ^treads her upward path, she convinces the 
coarsest calculators that another road exists, 
than that which ^eir feet know. But besides 
those who make good in our imagination the 
place of muses and of Delphic Sybils, are there 
not women who fill our vase with wine and 
roses to the J>nm, so that the wine runs over 
and fills the houlc with perfume ; who inspire us 
with courtesy ; who unloose our tongues, and 
we speak; who anoint our eyes, and We sec ? 

We say things wet never thought to have said ; 
for once, our walls of habitual reserve vanished, 
and left us at large; we were children playing 
with children in a^wideiield of fiowers. Steep 
us, we cried, in these influences for days, for 
weeks, and we sh^l be sunny poets, and will 
write out in many-coloured words the romance 
that you are. Was it i^afiz or Firdousi that 
said of •his Persian, Lilia, she was an elentcni^l 
force, and astonished me by her amount of life, 
when 1 saw her day after day radiating, every 
instant, redundant joy and grace on all around 
her ? She was a solvent powerful to reconcile 
all heterogereous persons into one society. Like 
air or water, an element of such a great range 
of affinities, that it comlnneB readily with a 
thousand substances. Where she is present, 
all others will be more than they are wont. 

She was a unit and whole, so that whatsoever 
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and a she did» became her. ^he had too much 
happy bias gyn^pathy and desire to please, than that you 
could say, her manners were marked with 
dignity, yet no princess could surpass her clear 
and direct demeanour on each occasion. She 
did not study the Persian grammar, nor the 
books of the seven poets, but all the poeips of 
the seven seemed to be written upon her. For, 
though the bias of her nature ^vas not to thought, 
but to sympathy, yet was she so perfect in her 
own nature, as to meet intellectual persons by 
the fulness of her heart, warming them by 
her sentiments; believing, as she did, that by 
dealing nobly with all, ail wttulJ show them¬ 
selves noble. 

I know that this Byzantifc jule of Chivalry 
or F^'ishion, which seems so fair and picturesque 
to those who look at the contemporary facts 
for science or for entertainment, is not equally 
pleasant to all spectators. The constitution of 
our society makes it a giant’s castle to the 
ambitious youth who have not found their 
names enrolled in its Golden Book, and whom 
ib has excluded from its coveted honours and 
privileges. They have yet to learii that its 
seeming grandeur is shadowy and relative: it 
is great by their allowance: its proudest gates 
will ily open at the approach of their courage 
and virtue. For the present distress, however, 
of those who are predis{K>aed to suflFer from the 
grannies of this caprice, there are easy remedies. 
To remove your resistance a couple of miles, or 
at most four, will commonly relieve the most 
extreme susceptibility. For, the advantages 
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which faehion valuel^ are planta, which thrive F 
in very confined localities, in a few streets, 
namely. Out of this precinct, they go for 
nothing; are of no use in the farm, in the 
forest, in the market, in war, in the nuptial 
society, in the literary or scientific circle, at 
sea, in friendship, in the heaven of thought or 
vi: tfe. 

But we have lingered long enough in these 
painted courts. The worth of the thing signified 
must vindicate our taste for the emblem. iLvery- 
thing that is called fashion and courtesy humbles 
itself l;>t‘fore the cause and fountain of honour, 
creator of titles sand dignities, namely, the great 
heart of love. This is the loyal blood, this the 
fire, which, in all countries and contingencies, 
will work after i^ kind, and conquer and ex¬ 
pand all that approaches it. This gives new 
meanings to every fact. This impoverishes the 
rich, sufiering no grandeur but its own. What 
it rich ? Are you'nch enough to help anybody ? 
to succour the unfashionable and the eccentric ? 
rich enough to make the Canadian in his waggon, 
the Itinerant with his consul's pjp<*r which com¬ 
mends Jiim **io the charitable,'* the swarthy 
Italian with his few broken words of Hngltsh, 
the lame pauper hunted by overseers from town 
to town, even the poor insane besotted wreck of 
man or woman, feel the noble exception of your 
presence and your house, from the general bleak¬ 
ness and stoniness ; to make such feel that they 
were greeted with a voice which made them 
both remember and hope ? What is vulgar, but 
to refuse the claim on acute and conclusive 
reasons ? What tt gentle, but to allow it, and 
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‘ Of food give their heart and yourt tnc holiday from the 
“***** national caution ? Without the rich heart, wealth 
is an ugly beggar. The king of Schiraz could 
not afford to be so bountiful as the poor Osman 
who dwelt at his gate. Osman had a humanity 
so broad and deep, that although his speech was 
BO bold and free with the Koran, as to disgust 
all the dervishes, yet was there never a ^or 
outcast, eccentric, or insane man, some fool who 
had cut off his beard, or who ftad been mutilated 
under a vow, or had a pet madness in his brain, 
but fled at once to him,—that great heart lay 
there so sunny and hospitable in the centre of the 
country,—that it seemed as if the instinct of ail 
sufferers drew them to his side. And the mad¬ 
ness which he harboured, he did not share. Is 
not this to be rich ? this only to be rightly rich ? 

But I shall hear without pain, that I play the 
courtier very ill, and talk of that which I do not 
well understand. It is easy to see, that what 
is called by distinction ^society and fashion, lias 
good laws as well as bad,, has much that is 
necessary, and much that is aosurd. Too good 
for banning, and too bad for blessing, it reminds 
US of a tradition of the pagan mythology^^ in any 
attempt to st'ttle its character. ** I overheard 
Jove, one day,” said Silenus, talking of destroy¬ 
ing the earth; he said, it had failed ; they were 
all rogues and vixens, who went from bad to 
worse, as fast as the days succeeded each 
other. Minerva said, she hoped not; they 
were only ridiculous little creatures, with this 
odd circumstance, that they had a blur» or in¬ 
determinate aspect, seen far or seen near: if 
you called them bad, they would appear so; if 
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you caJI«d them good, they would appear bo ; aU cbar- 
and there was no one person or action among !!.?!£ if 
them which would not puzzle her owl, much 
more all Olympus, to know whether it was 
fundamentally bad or good/' 
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GIFTS 

Gifts of one who loved me,-— 
’'I’was high time thejrcame ; 
When he ceased to love me. 
Time they stopped for shame. 


Difficulty |T is said that the world is in a state of 
of choice 1 bankruptcy* that the worldo oWes the world 
more than the world can pay, and ought to go 
into chancery, and be, sold* I do not think 
this general insolvency, whic|| involves in some 
sort ail the population, to be the reason of the 
didiculty experienced at Christmas and New 
Year, and otlier times, in bestowing gifts; |ince 
it is always so pleasantf to be generous, though 
very vexatious to pay debts. , But the im{>ediment 
lies in the choosing. If, at'any time, it comes 
into my head that a present is due from me to 
somebody, 1 am puziled what to give, until 
the opix>rtunity is gone. Flowers and fruits are 
always fit presents;—dowers, because they are 
a proud assertion that a ray of beauty outvalues 
all the utilities of the world. These gay natures 
contrast with the somewhat stern countenance 
of ordinary nature; they are like music heard 
out of a workhouse. Nature does not cocker 


us: wc are children, not pets : she is not fond : 
everything is dealt to us without fear or favour, 
after severe univerial laws. Yet these delicate 
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flowers look like the*frolic and interference of onlMt 
]o?e and beauty. Men used to tell ua that we 
love flattery, even though we are not deceived 
by it, because it shows that we are of impoitance 
enough to be courted. Something like that 
pleasure, the flowers give us: what am 1 to 
whom these sweet hints are addressed? Fruits 
are Scceptable gifts, because they are the flower 
of commodities, ^d admit of fantastic values 
being attached to them. If a man should send 
to me to come a hundred miles to visit him, 
and should set before me a basket of fine summer* 
fruit, I should think there was some proportion 
between the labour and the reward. 

For common gifts, necessity makes pertinences 
and beauty every day, and one is glad when an 
imperative leaves hip no option, since if the man 
at the door has no shoes you have not to consider 
whether you could procure him a paint-box. 

And as it is always pleasing to see a man eat 
bread, or drink Water, in the house or out of 
doors, so it is always a great satisfaction to 
supply these first wants. Necessity does every¬ 
thing well. In our condition of universal 
dependq^ce, it seems herdlc to let the petition^* 
be the judge of his necessity, and to give all 
that is asked, though at great inconvenience. 

If it be a fantastic desire, it is better to leave to 
others the ofHce of punishing him. I can think 
of many par^s I should prefer.playing to that of 
the Furies. Next to things of necessity, the 
role for a gift, which one of my friends pre¬ 
scribed, is, that we might convey to some person 
that which properly l^longed to his character, 
and was easily associated with him in thought. 
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But our tokens of complvnent and love are for 
the most part barbarous. Rings and other 
jewels are not gifts, but apologies for 
The only gift is a portion of thyself. Thou 
must bleed for me. Therefore the poet brings 
his poem; the shepherd, his lamb; the farmer, 
corn; the miner, a gem; the sailor, coral and 
shells; the painter, his picture; the girl, a 
handkerchief of her own sewing. This is right 
and pleasing, for it restores 'kociety in so far to 
its primary basis, when a man’s biography is 
conveyed in his gift, and every man’s wealth 
is an index of his merit. But it is a cold, 
lifeless business when you gc^ to the shops to 
buy me something, which does not represent 
your life and talent, but a goldsmith’s. This 
is fit for kings, and rich men who represent 
kings, and a false state of*property, to make 
presents of gold and silver stuffs, as a kind of 
symbolical sin-offering, or payment of black* 

The law of benefits is, a difficult channel, 
which requires careful sailifig, or rude boats. 
It is not the office of a man to receive gifts. 
How dare you give«>them? We wish to be 
self-sustained. We do not quite forgive a giver. 
The hand that feeds us is in some danger of 
being bitten. We can receive anything from 
love, for that is a way of receiving it from 
ourselves; but not from any one who assumes 
to bestow. We sometimes hate the meat which 
we eat, because there seems something of de¬ 
grading dependence in living by it. 

** Brother, if Jove to thee a present make 

Take heed that from his hands thou nothing take.* 
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We ask the who]% Nothing less will content Bxpscte- 
us. We arraign society, if it do not give us, 
besides earth, and fire, and water, opportunity, ^ 
love, reverence, and objects of veneration. 

He is a good mao who can receive a gift 
well. We are either glad or sorry at a gift, 
and both emotions are unbecoming. Some 
vio^nce, I think, is done, some degradation 
borne, when I rejoice or grieve at a gift. 1 
am sorry when i^y independence is invaded, or 
when a,gift comes from such as do not know my 
spirit, and so the act is not supported; and if 
the gift pleases me overmuch, tlien I should be 
ashamed thaf the donor should read my heart, 
and see that I love his commodity and not him. 

The gift, to be true, must be the flowing of the 
giver unto me, correspondent to my flowing unto 
him. When theVaters are at a level, then my 
goods pass to him, and his to me. All his are 
mine, all mine his. I say to him, ** How can 
you give me thisr pot df oil, or this flagon of 
wine, when all yQur oil and wine is mine ? 
which belief of rtiine this gift seems to deny. 

Hence the fitness of beautiful, not useful tilings 
for gifts. This giving ais flat usurpation, 
therefore when the beneficiary is ungrateful, as 
all beneficiaries hate all Timons, not at ail con¬ 


sidering the value of the gift, but looking back 
to the greater store it was taken from, I rather 
sympathi 2 e with the beneficiary than with the 
anger of my lord Timon. For, the expectation 
of gratitude is mean, and is continually punished 
by the total insensibility of the obliged person* 
It is a great happiness to get off without injury 
and heart-burning from one #ho has had the 
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Love ii tb« iiUluck to be served by lyou. It is a very 
god ci gifts oncrQyg business, this of being served, and the 
debtor naturally wishes to give you a slap. A 
golden text for these gentlemen is that which I 
so admire in the Buddhist, who never thanks, 
and who says, ** Do not flatter your benefactors." 

The reason of these discords 1 conceive to 
be, that there is no comniensurabiliiy between a 
man and any gift. You cannot give anytliing to 
a magnanimous person. After you have served 
him, he at once puts you in debt by his magnani¬ 
mity. The service a man renders his friend is 
trivial and saltish, conipared with the service he 
knows his friend stood in readiness*to yield him, 
alike before he had begun to serve his friend, 
and now also. Compared with that gootiwiil I 
boar my friend, the benefit it ^s in my power to 
rendei him seems small. Besides, our action on 
each other, good as well as evil, is so incidental 
and at random, that we can seldom hear the 
acknowledgments of any pefson who would 
thank us for a benefit without some shame and 
humiliation. We can rarely strike a direct 
stroke, but must be content with an oblique 
oty?; we seldom have \he satisfaction of, yield¬ 
ing a direct lienefit, which is directly received. 
But rectitude scatters favours on every side 
without knowing it, and receives with wonder 
the thanks of all people. 

1 fear to breathe any treason against the 
majesty of love, which is the genius and god of 
gifts, and to whom we must not allect to pre¬ 
scribe. Let him give kingdoms or flower-leaves 
indifferently. There are persons from whom 
we always expect fairy tokens; let us not cease 
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to expect them. This is ^erogstiTe, and not SarviotMid 
to be limited by our municipal rules. For thc*®^ 
rest, I tike to see that we cannot be bought and 
sold. The best of hospitality and of generosity 
is also not in the will, but in fate. 1 iind that 
I am not much to you; you do not need nie; 
you do not feel me; then am I thrust out of 
doors, though you prolfer me house and lands. 

No services are ol^ any value, but only likeness. 

When I have attempted to join myself to others 
by services, it proved an intellectual trick,—no 
more. They eat your service like apples, and 
leave you out. But love them, and they (eel 
you, and delight*in you all the time. 
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NATURE 

1'he rounded world fair^to Me, 

Nine timea folded in my»tery; 

'I'lkough baffled aeera cannot impart 
The Mcret of it^ bbourlng heart, 

Throb thine with Nafure't throbbing breait, 
And all in clear from east to west, 
bpiiit that links each form trithin 
Beckons to spirit of its kin ; 

Seibkindicd every atom glows, 

And hints the future which it owes. 

« 

Hl'^RE arc days which occur in this climate, 
^ at almost any season of the year, wherein 
the world reaches its |>erfection, when the air, 
the heavenly bodies, and the earth, make a 
harmony, as if nature would indulge her off¬ 
spring ; when, in these bleak upper sides of 
the planet, notliing is to desire that we have 
Iward of the happiest latitudes, and ve bask 
in the shining hours of Florida and Cuba; 
when everything that has life gives sign of 
satisfaction, and the cattle that lie on the 
ground seem to have great and tranquil thoughts, 
'i'hcse halcyons may be looked for with a little 
more assurance in that pure October weather, 
which we distinguish by the name of the Indian 
Summer. The day, immeasurably long, sleeps 
over the broad hills and warm wide fields. To 
have lived through all its sunny hours, seems 
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longevity enough. l%e solitary places do not pMdiiattoo 
seem quite lonely. At the gates of the forest, 
the surprised man of the world is forced to 
leave his city estimates of great and small, wise 
and foolish. The knapsack of custom falls off 
his back with the first step he makes into these 
precycts. Here is sanctity which shames our 
religions, and reality whicli discredits our heroes. 

Here we find natpre to be the circumstance 
which dwarfs every other circumstance, and 
judges like a god all men that come to her. 

We have crept out of our close and crowded 
houses into the night and morning, and we see 
what majestic beauties daily wrap us in their 
bosom. How willingly we would escape the 
barriers which reoder them comparatively im¬ 
potent, e8ca|)e the sophistication and second 
thought, and suffer nature to iotrance us. The 
tempered light of the woods is like a perj)etual 
morning, and is stimulating and heroic. The 
anciently reported spells of these places creep 
on us. The stems of pines, hemlocks, and 
oaks, almost gleam like iron on the excited 
eye. The incommunicable trees begin to per¬ 
suade u* to live with them, and quit our li^ 
of solemn trifles. Here no history, or church, 
or state, is interpolated on the divine sky and 
the immortal year* How easily we might walk 
onward into the opening landscape, absorbed by 
new pictures, and by thoughts fast succeeding 
each other, until by degrees the recollection of 
home was crowded out of the mind, all memory 
obliterated by the tyranny of the present, and we 
were led in triumph by nature. 

These enchantments are medicinal, they sober 
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Oegreeiofand heal us. These are ^lain pleasures, kindly 
jiS^jJand native to us. We come to our own, and 
make friends with matter, which the ambitiems 
chatter of the schools would persuade us to 
despise. Wc never can part with it j the mind 
loves its old home: as water to our thirst, so is 
the rock, the ground, to our eyes, and hands, 
and feet. It is firm water: it is cold flitme: 
what health, what affinity! |[£ver an old friend, 
ever like a dear friend and brother, when wc 
cliat affectedly with strangers, comes in this 
honest face, and takes a grave liberty with us, 
and shames us out of our nonsense. Cities give 
not the human senses room tsnough. We go 
out daily and nightly to feed the eyes on the 
horizon, anil require so much scope, just as we 
need water for our bath. Tjieie are all degrees 
of natural influence, from these quarantine powers 
of nature, up to her dearest and gravest ministra¬ 
tions to the imagination and the soul. There 
is the bucket of cold water fi^om the spring, the 
wood-fire to which the chilled traveller rushes for 
safety, and there is the sublime moral of autumn 
and of noon. We nestle in nature, and draw 
o>ur living as parasites from her roots an^ grains, 
and we receive glances from the heavenly bodies, 
which call us to solitude, and foretell the re* 
motest future. The blue zenith is the point in 
which romance and reality meet. 1 think, if 
we should be rapt away into all that wc dream 
of heaven, and should converse with Gabriel 
and Uriel, tiie upper sky would be all that would 
remain of our furniture. 

It seems as if the day was not wholly profane, 
in which we have given heed to some natural 
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object. The hdi of toovAtket in a atill air, 
preserving to each crystal its perfect form; the 
blowing of sleet over a wide sheet of water, and 
over plains, the waving ryeiield, the mimic waving 
of acres of houstonia, whose innumerable Aorets 
whiten and ripple before the eye; the reflections 
of trees and flowers in glassy fakes: the musical 
steafhing odorous south wind, which converts 
all trees to wind-h^rps; the crackling and spurt¬ 
ing of hemlock in the flames; or of pine logs, 
which yield glory to the walls and faces in the 
sitting-room,—these are the music and pictures 
of the most ancient religion. My house stands 
on low iand,*wkh limited outlook, and on the 
skirt of the village. But 1 go with my friend 
to the shore of our little river, and with one 
stroke of the padtj^e, 1 leave the village politics 
and personalities, yes, and the world of villages 
and personalities, behind, and pass into a delicate 
realm of sunset and moonlight, too bright almost 
for s}>otted man td enter without noviciate and 
probation. We penetrate bodily this incredible 
beauty $ we dip our hands into this painted ele¬ 
ment ; our eyes are bathed in these lights and 
forms. ^ holiday, a vill^giatura, a royal revc^ 
the proudest, most heart-rejoicing festival that 
valour and beauty, power and taste, ever decked 
and enjoyed, establishes itself on the instant. 
These sunset clouds, these delicately emerging 
stars, with their private and sneflable glances, 
signify it ami profter it. I am taught the poor¬ 
ness of our invention,’^he ugliness of towns and 
palaces. Ait and luxury have early learned that 
they must work as enhancement and sequel to 
this original beauty. I am over-instnictcd for 
II 1 
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Tb« iMdglit my return. Henceforth shali be hard to 

^ cannot go back to toy*. I am grown 
expensive and sophisticated. 1 can no longer 
live without elegance: but a countryman shall 
be my master of revels. He who knows the 
most, he who knows what sweets and virtues 
are in the ground, the waters, the plants, the 
heavens, and how to come at these cncMant- 
ments, is the rich and royal pian. Only as far 
as the masters of the world have called in nature 
to their aid, can they reach the height of mag¬ 
nificence. This is the meaning of their hanging- 
gardens, villas, garden-houses, islands, parks, and 
preserves, to back their faulty'•personality with 
these strong accessories. 1 do not wonder that 
the landal interest should be invincible in the 
state with these dangerous auxiliaries. These 
bribe and invite; not kings, not places, not 
men, not women, but these tender and poetic 
stars, eloquent of secret promises. We heard 
what the rich man said^ we knew of his ^illa, his 
grove, his wine, and his company, but the pro¬ 
vocation and point of the invitation came out of 
these beguiling stars. In their soft glances, 1 tee 
what men strove to reSlize in some Ver^illes, or 
Paphos, or Ctesiphon. Indeed, it is the magical 
lights of the horizon, and the blue sky for the 
background, which save all our works of art, 
which were otherwise baubles. When the rich 
tax the poor with servility and obsequiousness, 
they should consider the effect of men reputed 
to be the possessors of Aature, on imaginative 
minds. Ah ! if the rich were rich as the poor 
fancy riches! A boy hears a military band play 
on the field at night, and he has kings and queens, 
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and famous chivalry/palpably before him. He 
heara the echoea of a horn in a hi)) country; in thicj^ 
the Notch Mountains, for example, which con¬ 
verts the mountains into an .^oliao harp, and 
this supernatural Uralira restores to him the 
Dorian mythology, Apollo, Diana, and all divine 
huc^rs and huntresses. Can a musical note be 
so lofty, so haughtily beautiful! To the poor 
young poet, thus f||>ulou8 is his picture of society $ 
he is loya); he respects the rich ; tliey are rich 
foi the sake of his imagination; how poor his 
fancy would be, if they were not rich! That 
they have some high-fenced grove, which they 
call a park; that they live in larger and better- 
garnished saloons than he has visited, and go 
in coaches, keeping only the society of the 
elegant, to waterii^ places, and to distant cities, 
are the groundwork from which he has de¬ 
lineated estates of romance, compred with which 
their actual posse''sic*ns ai|^ shanties and paddocks. 

The muse herself Wrays her son, and enhances 
the gifts of wealt| 2 *and well-born beauty, by a 
radiation out of the air, and clouds, and forests 
that skirt the road,—a certain haughty favour, 
as if fram patrician genii*to patricians, a kind af 
aristocracy in nature, a prince of the |X}wer of 
the air. 

The moral sensilxlity which makes Edens and 
Tempes sO easily, may not be always found, 
but the material landscape is never far oiT. We 
can find these enchantments without visiting the 
Como Lake or the Madeira Islands. We ex¬ 
aggerate the praises of local scenery. lo every 
lan^ape, the point of astonfshmeot is the meet¬ 
ing of the sky and the earth, and that is seen 
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M«n Are from the first hillock as w^l as from the top of 
Alleghanies. The stars at night stoop down 
over the brownest, homeliest common, with all 
the spiritual magnificence which they shed on 
the Camragna, or on the marble deserts of 
Egypt. The uprolled clouds and the colours 
of morning and evening, will transfigure maples 
and alders. The difference between landscape 
and landscape is small, but t^ere is great differ- 
ence in the beholders. There is nothing so 
wonderful in any particular landscape, as the 
necessity of being beautiful under which every 
landscape lies. Nature cannot bp surprised in 
undress. Beauty breaks in evefywhere. 

But it is very easy to outrun the sympathy of 
readers on this topic, which schoolmen called 
naiura nahtrata, or nature passive. One can 
hardly sjieak directly of it without excess. It 
is as easy to broach in mixed companies what is 
called ”thc subject of feligion.'' A susceptible 
person does not like to indulge his tastes in 
this kind, without the apoittgy of some trivial 
necessity: he goes to see a wood-lot, or to 
look at the crops, to fetch a plant or a 
mineral from a remote locality, or he oirries a 
fowling-piece or a fishing-rod. 1 suppose this 
shame must have a good reason. A diuetantism 
in nature is barren and unworthy. The fop of 
fields is no better than his brother of^Broadway. 
Men are naturally hunters and inquisitive of 
wood-craft, and 1 suppose that such a gazetteer 
as wood-cutters and todians should funtith facts 
for, would take place in the most sumptuous 
drawing-rooms of alt the ‘•Wreaths'* and 
Flora’s chapkti ” of the bookshops; yet 
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ordinarily, whether tfe are too cluimy Ibr lo 
cubtle a topic, or from whatever cause, as soon 
as meo begin to write on nature, they fall into 
euphuism. Frivolity is a most uo6t tribute to 
Pan, who ought to be represented in the myth'* 
ology as the most continent of gods. 1 would 
noi^l^ frivolous before the admir^le reserve 
and prudence of time, yet I cannot renounce 
the right of returning often to this old topic. 
The multitude or false churches accredits the 
true religion. Literature, poetry, science, are 
the homage of man to this unfathomed secret, 
concerning which no sane man *can affect an 
indifference or ihcuriostty. Nature is loved by 
what is best in us. It is loved as the city of 
God, although, or rather because there is no 
citizen. The sun|^t is unlike anything that is 
underneath it: it wants men. And the beauty 
of nature must always seem unreal and mocking, 
until tlie landscape has human figures, that are 
as good as itself.* If there were good men, 
there would never •be this rapture in nature. 
If the king is in the palace, nobody looks at 
the walls. It is when he is gone, and the 
house i| filled with grooffis and gazers, that mm 
turn from the people, to find relief in the majestic 
men that are suggested by the pictures and the 
arcbitectare« The critics who complain of the 
sickly separation of the beauty of nature from 
the thidg to be done, roust consider that our 
hunting of the picturesque is inseparable from 
our protest against false society. Man is fallen; 
nature is erect, and serves as a differential 
thermometer, detecting the presence or absence 
of the divine sentirocnt in man. By fault of our 
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Nftbm dulneta and leJfishneM^ ^ are looking op to 
nature, but when we are convaleaceot, nature 
will look up to U8. We tee the foaming brook 
with compunction: if our own life flowed with 
the right energy, we should shame the brook. 
The stream of zeal sparkles with real Are, and 
not with reflex rays of sun and moon. Nature 
may be as selfishly studied as trade. Astrotfomy 
to the selfish b^omes astrojpgy; psychology, 
mesmerism (with intent to show where our 
spoons are gone); and anatomy and physiology 
become phrenology and palmistry. 

But taking timely warning, and leaving many 
things unsaid on this topic, let uu not longer omit 
our homage to the Efficient Nature, natura 
naturanSf the quick cause, before which all forms 
flee as the driven snows, itsqlf secret, its works 
driven before it in flocks and multitudes (as the 
ancient represented nature by Proteus, a shep¬ 
herd,) and in undescrihable variety. It publishes 
itself in creatures, reaching from panicles and 
spicula, through transformation dn transformation 
to the highest symmetries, arnving at consummate 
results without a shock or a leap. A little heat, 
that is, a little motion,*^ is all that diflerepces the 
bald, dazzling white, and deadly cold poles of 
the earth from the prolific tropical climates. 
All changes pass without violence, by reason of 
the two cardinal conditions of boundless space 
and boundless time. Geology has initiated us 
into the secularity of nature, and taught us to 
disuse our dame-school nurasurcs, and exchange 
our Mosaic and Ptolemaic schemes for her large 
style. We knew nothing rightly, for want of 
perspective. Now we leam what padetit periods 
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must round themtelYes before the rock is formed, 
then before the rock is ivoken, and the first 
Hcheo race has duintegrated the thinnest exter¬ 
na] plate into toil, and opened the door for the 
remote Flora, Fauna, Ceres, and Pomona, to 
come in. How far off yet is the trilobite! how 
far 1 ^ the quadruped ! how inconceirably remote 
is roan! All duly arnve, and then, race after 
race of man. It^s a Jong way from granite to 
the oyster; farther yet to Plato, and the preach¬ 
ing of the immortality of the soul. Vet all 
must come, as surely as the first atom has two 
sides. , 

Motion or cllange,>and identity or rest, are 
the first and second secrets of nature; Motion 
and Rest. The whole code of her Jaws may be 
written on the thumbnail, or the signet of a ring. 
The whirling bubble on the surface of a brook, 
admits us to the secret of the mechanics of the 
sky. Every shell on tj^e beach is a key to it. 
A little water made to rotate in a cup explains 
the formation of simpler shells; the addition 
of matter from vear to year, arrives at last at the 
most complex forms; and yet so poor is nature 
with ail her craft, thaV from the beginning ao 
the end of the universe, she has but one stun,— 
bat one stuff with its two ends, to serve up sll 
her dream-like variety. Compound it how she 
will, star^ sand, fire, water, tree, man, it is still 
one stuff, and betrays tbc mraf properties. 

Nature is always consistent^ though she feigns 
to contraiene her own laws. She keeps her laws, 
and seems to transcend them. She arms and 
equips an animal to find its place and living in 
the earth, and, at the mme ttme^ she aims and 
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equips another animal to^ destroy it. Space 
exists to divide creafDres; but» by clothing the 
sides of a bird with a few feathers, she gives him 
a petty omnipresence. The direction is for ever 
onward, but the artist still goes back for materials, 
and begins again with the first elements on the 
most advanced stage : otherwise, all goes to i^^uin. 
If we look at her work, we seem to catch a 
glance of a system in transition. Plants are the 
young of the world, vessels of health and vigour; 
but they grope ever upward toward conscious¬ 
ness ; the trees are imf>erfect men, and seem to 
bemoan their imprisonment, rooted jn the ground. 
The animal is the novice and'^)rob<'itiooer of a 
more advanced order. The men, though young, 
having tasted the first drop from the cup oi 
thought, are already dissipated: the maples and 
ferns are still uncorrupt; yet no doubt, when 
they come to consciousness, they too will curse 
and swear. Flowers 89 strictly belong to youth, 
that we adult men soon come to feel, that their 
beautiful generations concern, not us: we have 
had our day; now let the children have theirs. 
The flowers jilt us, and we are old bachelors 
ivith our ridiculous tenderness. • 

Things are so strictly related, that according 
to the skill of the eye, from any one object the 
parts and properties of any other may be pre¬ 
dicted. If we had eyes to see it, a bit of stone 
from the city wall would certify us of the 
necessity that man roust exist as readily as the 
city. , That identity makes us all ,, 0 De, and 
reduces to nothing great intervals on ooT cus¬ 
tomary scale. We calk of deviations fi-om 
natural life, as if artiflcial life were not also 
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ottural. The tmootlleft curled courtier in the tim wt 
boudoirs of U palace has an animal nature, rude 
and aboriginal as a white bear, omnipotent to its 
own ends, and is directly related there, amid 
essences and billets-doux to Himmaleh moun¬ 
tain-chains, and the axis of the globe. If we 
consider how much we are nature’s, we need 
not oe superstittous about towns, as if that 
terrific or benefic^forcc did not find us there 
also, and fashion cities. Nature who made the 
mason, made the house. We easily hear 
too much of rural influences. The cool dis¬ 
engaged air of natural objects makes them 
enviable to us, chafed and irritable creatures 
with red faces, and we think we shall be as 
grand as they, if we camp out and eat roots; 
but let us be men^nstead of wood-chucks, and 
the oak and the* elm shall gladly serve us, 
though we sit in chairs of' ivory on carpets of 
silk. 

This guiding identityT runs through all the 
surprises and contrasts of the pieced and char¬ 
acterizes every law. Man carries the world in 
his bead,—the whole astronomy and chemistry 
in a tl^ught. Because the history of nature jp 
character^ in his brain, therefore is be the 
prophet and discoverer of her secrets. Every 
known hct in natural science was divined by 
the presentiment of somebody, before it was 
actually verifled. Amian do^ not tie his shoe 
without recognising laws which bind the farthest 
regions of nature: moon, plant, gas, crystal, are 
concrete geometry and numbers. Commod sense 
knows its own, and recognises the fact at Srst 
sight in chemical experiment* The common 
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Matter ud senae of Franklin, Dalton, Dav^f, tod Black, 
the aame common sense wht^ made the 
arrangements which now it discovers. 

If the identity expresses organized rest, the 
counter action runs also ii^to organization. The 
astronomers said, ** Give us matter, and a little 
motion, and we will construct the universe^ It 
is not enough that we should have matter, we 
must also have a single impi^lse,—one shove to 
launch the mass, and generate the harmoiw of 
the centrifagal and centripetal forces. Once 
heave the bail from the hand, and we can show 
how all this mighty order grew.''—‘‘A very 
unreasonable postulate,’' said ttte metaphysicians, 
** and a plain begging of the question. Could 
you not prevail to know the genesis of projection, 
as well as the continuation ,pf it ? " Nature, 
meanwhile, had not waited for the discussion, 
but, right or wrong, bestowed the impulse, and 
the balls roiled. It was no great affair—a mere 
push, but the astronomers were right in making 
much of it, for there is no end to the conse¬ 
quences of the act. That famous aboriginal 
flush propagates itself through all the balls of the 
system, and through (very atom of evfry ball, 
through all the races of creatures, and though 
the history and performances of every individual. 
Exaggeration is in the course of things. Nature 
sends no creature, no man into the world without 
adding a small excess of his proper quality. 
Given the planet, it is still necessary to add 
the impulse; so, to every creature nature 
added a little violence of direction in its 
proper path, a shove to put it on its wayi in 
every instance, a slight generosity, a drop too 



NATURB 


<39 


much. Without deAricity the air would rot| NatnraMd 
and without thia violence of direction which ^ 
men and women have, without a apice of bigot 
and fanatic^ no excitement, no efficiency* We 
aim above the mark, to hit the mark. Every 
act hath aoiiie faliehood of exaggeration in it. 

Ant^ when, now and then comes along some sad, 
aharp-eyed man, who sees how paltry a game is 
playkl, and refuses to play, but blabs the secret; 

—how then ? is ^he bird flown ? O no, the 
wary Nature sends a new troop of fairer forms, 
of lordlier youths, with a little more excess of 
direction to hold them fast to their several aim; 
makes them a* Hide wrong-headed in that direc* 
tion in which they are Tightest, and on goes the 
game again with new whirl, for a generation or 
two more. The^child with his sweet pranks, 
the fool of his seDses, commanded by every 
sight and sound, without any power to compare 
and rank his sensations, abandoned to a whistle 
or a painted chip, to a le9d dragoon, or a ginger¬ 
bread dog, individualizing everything, generaliz¬ 
ing nothing; delighted with every new thing, 
lies down at night overpowered by the fatigue, 
which ^is day of contimial pretty madness has 
incurr^. But Nature has answered her purpose 
with the curly dimpled lunatic. She has tasked 
every &culty, and has secured the symmetrical 
grov^ of the bodily frame, by all these attitudes 
and exeniona,-^n end of tl^ first importance, 
which could not be trusted to any care less 
perfect than her own* This glitter, this opaline 
lustre plays round the top of every toy to hit 
eye, to ensure his fidelity, and he is deceived to 
hk good. We are made alive, and kept alive 
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**Soear«Ad by the eaftie arts. Let tile stoics uy what they 
ploasc, we do not eat for the good of Jtviog, but 
i>ecau8e the meat is savoury and the appetite is 
keen. The vegetable lite does not content 
itself with casting from the flower or the tree a 
single seed, but it fills the air and earth with a 
prt^igaiity of seeds, that, if thousands parish, 
thousands may plant themselves, that hundreds 
may come up, that tens may live to maturity, 
that, at least, one may replace the parent. All 
things betray the same calculated profusion. 
The excess of fear with which the animal frame 
is hedged round,—shrinking from cold, starting 
at sight of a snake, or at a stiddm noise, pro¬ 
tects us, through a multitude of groundless 
alarms, from some one real danger at last The 
lover seeks in marriage his private felicity and 
perfection, with no prospective end; and nature 
hides in his happiness her own end, namely, 
progeny, or the perpetuity of the race. 

But the craft with Ci/hich 'the world is made, 
runs also into the mind and character of men. 
No man is quite sane ; each * has a vein of folly 
in his composition, a slight determinatioo of 
^lood to the head, to fhake sure of hoicking him 
hard to some one point which nature had taken 
to heart. Great causes are never tried on their 
merits; but the cause is reduced to particulars 
to suit the size of the partizana, and the conteft- 
tioD is ever hotter on minor matters. Not tem 
remarkable is the overiaith of each man in the 
importance of what he has to do or say. The 
poet, the prophet, has a higher value for what 
he utters than any hearer, and therefore it gets 
spoken. The strong, self-complacent Lotber 
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declares with an empfiasisy not to be rotstaken, Tbsd^ 
that God himself cannot do without wise 


men.’* Jacob Behmen and George Fox betray 
their egotism in the pertinacity of their con- 
trovernal tracts, and James Naylor once suffered 
himself to be worshipped as the Christ. Each 
prophet comes presently to identify himself with 
his tnought, and to esteem his hat and shoes 
sacred. However t^is may discredit such ^rsons 
with the judicious, it helps them with the people, 
as it gives heat, pungency, and publicity to their 
words. A similar experience is not infrequent 
in private life. ^ Each young and ardent person 
writes a diary, ih which, when the hours of 
prayer and penitence arrive, he inscribes his soul. 
The pages thus written are, to him, burning and 
fragrant: he reads t^em on hts knees by midnight 
and by the morning star: he wets them with his 
tears: they are sacred ; too good for the world, 
and hardly yet to be 8how|i to the dearest friend. 
This is the man-child that is bom to the sou), 


and her life still circulates in the babe. The 
umbilical cord has not yet been cut. After some 
time has elapsed, he begins to wish to admit his 
friend this hallowed Experience, and witlw 
hesitatkm, yet with firmness, exposes the pages 
to his eye. Will they not burn his eyes ? The 
friend coldly turns them over, and passes from 
the wriring to conversation, with easy transition, 
which strikes the other party with attonishment 
and vexation. He cannot suspect the writing 
itself. Days and nights of fervid life, of com- 
rouniOD with angels of darkness and of light, have 
engraved their shadowy characters on that tear- 
stained book. He tuspectt the intelligeirce or 
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A sfrtcn of the heart of hii friend, it there then no irtend ? 
«pprosl» cannot yet credit that one may have im- 
prettrive experience, and yet may not know how 
to put hit private ^ct into Jiterature; axxl 
perhapt the discovery that wisdom has other 
tongues and ministers than we, that though we 
should hold our peace, the truth would not the 
less be spoken, might check injuriously the hames 
of our zeal. A man can only speak, so long 
as he does not feel his speech to be partial and 
inadequate. It is partial, but he does not see it 
to be so whilst he utters it. As soon as he is re¬ 
leased from the instinctive and pnicular, and sees 
its partiality, he shuts his mouth id disgust. For, 
no man can write anything, who does not think 
that what he writes is for the time, the history 
of the world; or do anythiqg well, who does not 
esteem his work to be of importance. My work 
may be of none, but I must not think it of none, 
or 1 shall not do it with impunity. 

In like manner, there is throughout nature 
something mocking, something that leads us on 
and on, but arrives nowhere^ keeps no faith with 
us. All promise outruns the performance. We 
Jive in a system of approximations. IJvery end 
is prospective of some other end, which is also 
temporary; a round and final success nowhere. 
We are encamped in nature, not domesticated. 
Hunger and thirst lead us on to eat and to 
drink ; but breafl and wine, mix and cook them 
how you will, leave us hungry and thirsty, alter 
the stomach is full. It a| the same with all 
our arts and perfornumces. Our music, our 
poetry, our language itself are not satisfactions, 
but suggestions. The hunger for wealth, which 
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reduces the planet to^a garden^ fools the eager Rlebeotf 
pursuer. Wbat is the end sought ? Platniv to 
secure the ends of good sense and beauty, ^om 
the intrusion of deformity or Tulgarity of any 
kind. But what an operose meth^ ! What a 
train of means to secure a little conversatioa! 

ThiiL palace of brick and stone, these servants, 
this kitchen, these stables, horses and equipage, 
this bank-stock, anjj hie of mortgages; trade to 
all the world, country-house and cottage by the 
waterside, all for a little conversation, high, clear, 
and spiritual! Could it not be had as well by 
beggSrs on the highway ^ No, all these things 
came from succAsive elforts of these beggars 
to remove friction from the wheels of life, and 
give opportunity. Conversation, character, were 
the avowed ends; ^^alth was good as it appeased 
the animal cravings, cured the smoky chimney, 
silenced the creaking door, brought friends 
together in a warm and quiet room, and kept 
the children and the din%er-table in a different 
apartment. Thought, virtue, beauty, were the 
ends; but it was knowo that men of thought and 
virtue sometimes had the headache, or wet feet, 
or coul^ lose good time^whiUt the room wag 
getting warm in winter days* Unluckily, in the 
exertioos necessary to remove these incon¬ 
veniences the main attention has been diverted 
to this object; the old aims have been lost sight 
of, and to remove friction hag come to be the 
end. That is the ridicule of rich men, and 
Boston, London, Vienna, and now the govern* 
menu generally or the world, are cities and 
governments of the rich, and the masses are not 
men, but poor that is, men who would be 
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Ehuhna/m rich; this it the ridicule of the clut, that they 
®^“**®**arrirc vith paint and tweat and fury nowhere; 
when all it done, it it for nothing. They are 
like one who hat interrupted the cooeertation of 
a company to make hit speech, and now has for¬ 
gotten what he went to tay. The appearance 
strikei the eye everywhere of an aimlets society, 
of aimless nations. Were the ends of nature to 
great and cogent, at to exact this immense 
sacrifice of men ? * 

Quite analogous to the deceits in life, there 
is, as might be expected, a similar effect on the 
eye from the face of external nature. There is 
in woods and waters a certain enticement and 
Aattcry, together with a failure to yield a present 
satisfaction. This disappointment is felt in every 
landscape. 1 have seen the softness and beauty 
of the summer clouds floating feathery overhead, 
enjoying, as it seemed, their height and privilege 
of motion, whilst yet they appeared not so much 
the drapery of this plaCe and 'hour, as forelook- 
ing to some pavilions and 'gardens of festivity 
beyond. It is an odd jealousy: but the poet 
finds himself not near enough to his object. 
The pine-tree, the rif'er, the bank of flowers 
before him, does not seem to be nature. Nature 
is still elsewhere. This or this is but outskirt 
and far-off reflection and echo of the triumph 
that has passed by, and is now at its glancing 
splendour and heyday, perchance in the neigh¬ 
bouring fields, or, if you stand in the field, then 
in the adjacent woods. present object 

shall give you this sense of s^lness that follows 
a pageant which has just gone by. What 
iplen^d distance, what recesses of indfahle 
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pomp and loTelineaa the tunaet! Bat who Bar m 
can go where they are, or lay hia hand or plant 
hta foot thereon ? Off they fall from the round 
world for ever and ever, It is the same among 
the men and women, as among the silent trees { 
always a referred existence, an absence, never 
a presence and satisfaction. Is it, that beauty 
can lever be grasped? in persons and in land¬ 
scape is equally inaccessible ? The accepted 
and betrothed lov^r has lost the wildest charm 
of his maiden in her acceptance of him. She 
was heaven whilst he pursued her as a star $ 
she cannot be heaven, if she stoops to such a 
one as he. * • 

What shall we say of this omnipresent appear¬ 
ance of that first projectile impulse, of this 
flattery and baulkigg of so many well-meaning 
creatures? Must we not suppose somewhere 
in the universe a slight treachery and derision ? 

Are we not engaged to a serious resentment of 
this use that is m!ide o^us? Are we tickled 
trout, and fools of*nature? One look at the 
face of heaven and earth lays all petulance at 
rest, and soothes us to wiser convictions. To 
the inte|ligeot, nature coverts itself into a vaS4 
promise, and will not be rashly explained. Her 
secret is untold. Many and many an CEdipus 
arrives: he has the whole mystery teeming in 
his brain. Alas! the same sorcery has spoiled 
his skill; no syllable can he ^ape on bis lips. 

Her mighty orbit vaults like the fresh rainbow 
into the deep^ but ^o archangers wing was yet 
strong enough to Toliow it, and report of the 
return of the curve. But it also appears, that 
our actions are seconded and disposed to greater 

II X 
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imiMilMi conclusions than we designed. We are escorted 

through life by spiritual agents, 
and a beneficent purpose lies in watt for us. 
We cannot bandy words with nature, or deal 
with her as we deal with persons. If we 
measure our individual forces against hers, we 
may easily feel as if we were the sport rf an 
insu|)erable destiny. But if, instead of identify¬ 
ing ourselves with the w.^rk, we feel that 
the soul of the workman streams through us, 
we shall find the f>eace of the morning dwell¬ 
ing first in our hearts, and the fathomless 
powers of gravity and chemistry, and, over 
them, of life, pre-existing within us in their 
highest form. 

'Fhe uneasiness which the thought of our 
helplessness in the chain of causes occasions us, 
results from looking too much at one condition 
of nature, namely, Motion. But the drag is 
never taken from the wheel. Wherever the 
impulse exceeds, the Rest or Identity insinuates 
its com]>cnH.itian. Alt ovt^f the wild fields of 
earth grows the prunella or self-heal. After 
every foolish day we sleep off the fumes and 
furies of its hours; ar/d though we arc always 
engaged with particulars, and often ^enslaved to 
them, we bring with us to every experiment the 
innate universal laws. These, while they exist 
in the mind as ideas, stand around us in nature 
for ever embodied, a present sanity to expose 
and cure the insanity of men. Our servitude to 
particulars betrays us into a hundred foolish ex¬ 
pectations. We anticipate a new era from the 
invention of a locomotive, or a balloon; the 
new engine brings with it the old checks. They 
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say tiut fay electro^magnetinn, your aalad shall Mstara— 
be grown from the seJfd, whilst your fowl wJStiSof 
roasting for dinner: it is a ^mbol of our thought 
modern aims and endeavours,—of our coodensa* 
tion and acceleration of objects: but nothing is 
gained: nature cannot be cheated : man*8 life is 
but geventy salads long, grow they swift or grow 
they slow. In these checks and inipossibilitiesi 
however, we find gur advantage, not less than in 
the impulses. Let the victory fall where it will, 
we are on that side. And the knowledge that 
we traverse the whole scale of being, from the 
centre to the poles of nature, and have some 
stake in every ^ssibility, lends that sublime 
lustre to death, which philosophy and religion 
have too outwardly and literally stiivcn to 
express in the ji^pular doctrine of tlie im¬ 
mortality of the soul. The reality is more 
excellent than the report Here is no ruin, no 
discontinuity, no s^^nt ba^L The divine circula¬ 
tions never rest nor linger. Nature is the in¬ 
carnation of a tho^ht, and turns to a thought 
again, as ice becomes water and gas. The world 
is mind precipitated, and the volatile essence is 
for ev«^ escaping again ^nto the state of fret 
thought. Hence the virtue and pungency of tlie 
influence on the mind, of natural objects, whether 
inorganic or organized. Man imprisoned^ man 
crystallized, man vegetative, speaks to man im¬ 
personated. That power which does not re¬ 
spect quantity, which makes the whole and the 
pirticie its equal channel, delegates its smile to 
the morning, and distils lu essence into every 
drop of rain. Every moment instructs, and 
every object: for wisdom is infused into every 
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Omr form. It has been pourea into us as blood; it 
convulsed us as jAtn ; it slid into us as pleasure; 
it enveloped us in dull, melancholy days, or in 
days of cheerful labour; we did not guess its 
essence, until after a long time. 
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POLITICS 

Gold and iron are good 
To buy iro#Wnd gold; 

All earth'll fleece and food 
For their like are sold. 

Boded Merlin wise, 

Proeed Napoleon great,-^ 

Nor kiftd nor coinage buyt 
Aught above its rate. 

Pear, Craft, and Avarice 
Cannot rear a State. 

Out of dust ^ build 
What is more than dust^ 

W'alts Amphion piled 
PhccbUB stablish must. 

When the Muses nine 
With the Virtues meeCf 
Find to their design 
An Atlantic aeat, 

By green orchatU boughs 
Fended from the heat, 

Where the states miA ploughs 
Furrow for the wheat; 

When the Church is social worth, 

When the state-house is the hearth 
Then the perfect State it come, 

The, republican at home. 

IN dealing with the State, we ought to re- The State 
* member that ita ioatitutiooa are not aboriginal, 
though they exifted before we were born: that 
they are not luperior to the citizen: that eTcry 
one of them wat once the act of a aingle man; 

m 
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PoolUh every law and uaage was man’a expedient to 
faTf meet a particular case; that they all are imitahle, 
sand all alterable; we may make as good: we may 
make better. Society is an illusion to the young 
citizen. It lies before him in ngid repose, with 
certain names, men, and institutions, rooted like 
oak-trees to the centre, round which all arpnge 
themselves the best they can. But the old 
statesman knows that society is fluid ; there are 
no such roots and centres; but any particle may 
suddenly become the centre of the movement, 
and compel the system to gyrate round it, as 
every man of strong will, like Piaistratus, or 
Cromwell, does for a time, ahd'every man of 
truth, like Plato, or Paul, does for ever. But 
politics rest on necessary foundations, and cannot 
be treated with levity. R/*publics abound in 
young civilians, who Mieve that the laws make 
the city; that grave modifleations of the policy 
and modes of living, and employments of the 
|:)OpuIation; that comfnerce, 'education, and re¬ 
ligion, may be voted in os out; and that any 
measure, though it were absurd, may be imposed 
on a people, if only you can get sufficient voices 
.»o make it a law. ^ut the wise kt^ow that 
I foolish legislation is a rope of sand, which 
' perishes in the twisting; that the Sute ihust 
follow, and not lead the character and progress 
of the citizen; the strongest usurper is quickly 
got rid of; and they only who build on Ideasi, 
build for eternity: and that the form of govern¬ 
ment which prevails, U the expresnon of what 
cultivation exists in the populatioii which permits 
it. The law is only a memorandum. We are 
•uperstittoua, and esteem the statute somewhat: 
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•o much life at it hu tn the character of iinog Partooa 
men, is its force. The statute stands there to 
say, yesterday we agreed so and so, but how feel 
ye this article to-day ? Our statute is a currency, ^ 
which we stamp with our own portrait: it soon 
becomes unrecognizable, and in process of time 
will return to the mint. Nature is not demo- 
cratH, nor limited-monarchical, but despotic, and 
will not be fooled or abated of any jot of her 
authority, by the ptrtest of her sons: and as fast 
as the public mind is open to more intelligence, 
the code is seen to be brute and stammering. It 
speaks not articulately, and must be made to. 
Meantime thff education of the general mind 
never stops. The reveries of the true and simple 
are prophetic. What the tender poetic youth 
dreams, and prays, and paints to-day, but shuns 
the ridicule of lajflng aloud, shall presently be 
the resolutions of public bodies, then shall be 
carried as grievance and bill of rights through 
conflict and war, and than shall be triumphant 
law and establishmept for a hundred years, until 
it gives place, in* turn, to new prayers and 
pictures. The history of the State sketches in 
coarse outline the progrqfs of thought, and fol¬ 
lows at^ disuoce the delicacy of culture and ot 
aspiration. 

The theory of politics, which has possessed 
the mind of men, and which they have ''ex¬ 
pressed the best they could in their laws and 
in their revolutioDs, considers "persons and pro¬ 
perty as the two objects for whose protection 
gOTernnient exists. Of persons, all l»ve equal 
righta, in Tirtue of being identical in nature. 
l%is interest, course, with its whole power 
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Labftji luid demand* a democracy. A^hilat the righto of all 
as persons are ecjual, in virtue of their access to 
reason, their rights in property are very unequal. 
One man owns his clothes, and another owns a 
county. This accident^ depending, primarily, 
on the skill and virtue of the parties, of which 
there is every degree, and, Becondarily| on 
patrimony, falls unequally, and its rights, of 
course, are unequal. Personal rights, universally 
the same, demand a governm^ent framed on the 
ratio of the census: property demands a govern¬ 
ment framed on the ratio of owners and of own¬ 
ing. Laban, who has ilocks and herds, wishes 
them looked after by an officer^on the frontiers, 
lest the Midinnites shall drive them off, and pays 
a tax to that end. Jacob has no flocks or herds, 
and no fear of the Midlanites, and pays no tax 
to the cflicer. It seemed nt that Laban and 
Jacob should have equal rights to elect the 
oflTicrr, who is to defend their persons, but that 
Laban, and not Jacobi should elect the officer 
who is to guard the sheep and cattle. And, if 
question arise whether adcfltional officers or 
watch-towers should be provided, must not 
(.aban and Isaac, and those who must sell 
pan of their herds to buy protection for the 
rest, judge better of this, and with more right, 
than Jacob, who, because he is a youth and a 
traveller, eats their bread and not his own. 

In the earliest,,society the proprietors made 
their own wealth, and so long as it comes to the 
owners in the direct way, no other opinion 
would arise in any equitable community, than 
that property should make the law for property, 
and persons the law for persons. 
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But property puses through donation or in- A Sptrtaa 
heritaoce to those who do not create it. Gift, p*****^** 
in one case, makes it as really the new owner’s, 
as labour made it the first owner’s: in the other 
case, of patnmooy, the law makes an ownership, 
which will be Talid in each man’s view accord- 
ing jo the estimate which he sets on the public 
tranc|tti]lity. 

It was not, however, found easy to embody 
the readily-admifted principle, that property 
should make law for property, and persons for 
persons: since persons and property mixed 
themselves in every transaction. At last it 
seemed settled, i4iat the rightful distinction was, 
that the proprietors should have more elective 
franchise tluin non-proprietors, on the Spartan 
principle of ** call^g that which is just, equal; 
not that which is equal, just.” 

I'hat principle no longer looks so self-evident 
as it appeared in former times, partly, because 
doubts have arisen*whether too much weight had 
not been allowed in the laws to property, and 
such a structure giVen to our usages, as allowed 
the rich to encroach on the {}Oor, and to keep 
them j>oor; but mainly^ because there is ^ 
instinctive sense, however obscure and yet 
inarticulate, that the whole constitution of 
property, on its present tenures, is injurious, 
and its influence on persons deteriorating and 
degrading; that truly, the oqjy interest for the 
consideration of the State, is persons: that 
property will always follow persons; that the 
highest end of government is the culture of 
men: and if men can be educated, the in- 
stitotioos will share their improvement, and 
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Thinn the moral aentiment will Write the law of the 

hm tlmr i ^ j 

lawt 

If it be not easy to settle the equity of this 
question, the peril is less when we take note of 
our natural defences. We are kept by better 
guards than the vigilance of such magistrates as 
we commonly elect. Society always consists, 
in greatest part, of young and foolish peiioos. 
The old, who have seen through the hypocrisy 
of courts and statesmen, die, at.d leave no wisdom 
to their sons. They believe their own news- 
pa|)ers, as their fathers did at their age. With 
such an ignorant and deceivable majority, States 
would soon run to ruin, but that there are limita¬ 
tions, beyond which the folly and ambition of 
governors cannot go. Things have their laws, 
as well as men; and things refuse to be trifled 
with. Property will be profected. Corn will 
not grow, unless it is planted and manured; but 
the farmer will not plant or hoc it unless the 
chances are a hundrei^to one, that he will cut 
and harvest it. Under any,forms, persons and 
property must and will have their just sway. 
They exert their power, as steadily as matter its 
attraction. Cover up a^xiund of earth never so 
ctinningly, divide and subdivide it; meh it to 
liquid, convert it to gas; it will always weigh a 
pound: it will always attract and resist other 
matter, by the full virtue of one pound weight; 
—and the attributes of a person, his wit and hts 
moral energy, will exercise, under any law or 
extinguishing tyranny, their proper force,—if 
not overtly, then covertly; if not for the law, 
then against it; with right, or by might. 

The boundsries of personal influence it is 
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impossible to fix, as ^rsoni are organs of moral as wall 
or supernatural force. Under the dominion of“*** 
an idea, which possesses the minds of multitudes, 
as civil freedom, or the religious seottnieot, the 
powers of persons are no longer subjects of cal* 
culation. A nation of men unanimously bent on 
freedom, or conquest, can easily confound the 
arithmetic of statists, and achieve extravagant 
actions, out of all proportion to their means; as 
the Greeks, the Saracens, the Swiss, the 
Americans, and the French have dood. 

In like manner, to every particle of property 
belongs its own attraction, A cent is the re* 
presentative 5f t certain quantity of corn or 
other commodity. Its value is in the necessities 
of the animal man. It is so much warmth, so 
much bread, so |nuch water, so much land. 

The law may do what it will with the owner of 
property, its just power will still attach to the 
cent. The law may in a mad freak say, that 
all shall have pow>;r exc9|>t the t/wners of pro* 
perty: they shall have no vote. Nevertheless, 
by a higher law,*ihc property will, year after 
year, write every statute that respects property. 

The i^*pr<mrietor will be the scrilw of 
proprietor. What the owners wish to do, the 
whole power of property will do, either through 
the law, or else in defiance of iu Of course, I 
speak of all the property, not merely of the great 
esutes. When the rich are^out-voted, as fte* 
qneotly happens, it it the joint treasury of the 
poor which exceeds their accumulations. Every 
man owns something, if it is only a cow or a 
wheelbarrow, or bis arms, and so hat that pro* 
petty to dispose oft 
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The tame nece&tity which aecoret the rights 
of person and property against the maJtgnity or 
folly of the magistrate, determines the form and 
methods of governing, which are proper to each 
nation, and to its habit of thought, and nowise 
transferable to other states of society. In this 
country, we are very vain of our political ins|ita- 
tions, which arc singular in this, that they sprung, 
within the memory of living men, from the 
character and condition of tfie people, which 
they still express with sufficient hdelity,—and 
we ostentatiously prefer them to any other in 
history. They are not better, but only litter 
for us. We may be wise in isserting the ad¬ 
vantage in modern times of the democratic form, 
but to other states of society, in which religion 
consecrated the monarchical, (hat, and not this, 
was expedient. Democracy is better for us, 
because the religious sentiment of the present 
time accords better with it. Born democrats, 
we are nowise qualihedrto judge of monarchy, 
which, to our fathers living in the monarchical 
idea, was also relatively right. But our institu¬ 
tions, though 10 coincidence with the spirit of 
age, have not an^ exemption frojm the 
practical defects which have discredited other 
forms. Every actual State is corrupt. Good 
men must not obey tlie laws too well. What 
satire on government can equal the severity of 
censure conveyed In the word which now 

for ages has signified cunnings intimating that the 
State is a trick \ 

The same benign necessity and the same 
practical abuse appear in the parties into which 
each Sute divtacs itself, of opponents and de> 
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feoden of the adminiatratioD of the goTcromeDt. Pa 
Parties are also founded on iosttoctSt and have 
better guides to thdr own humble aims than the 
sagacity of their leaders. They have nothing 
perverse in their origin, but rudely mark some 
real and lasting relation. We might as wisely 
repi^ve the east wind, or the frost, as a political 
party, whose members, for the most part, could 
give no account of their position, but stand for 
the defence of thAe interests in which they find 
themselves. Our quarrel with them begins, when 
they quit this deep natural ground at the bidding 
of some leader, and, obeying personal considera¬ 
tions, throw thedlselves into the maintenance and 
defence of points nowise belonging to tbeir system. 

A party is peri>etual]y corrupted by personality. 
Whilst we absolve die association from dishonesty, 
we cannot extend the same charity to their leaders. 
They reap the rewards of the docility and zeal of 
the roaisea, which they direct. Ordinarily, our 
parties are parties* of ciftumstance, and not of 
principle; as, the planting interest in convict with 
the commercial; tlic party of capitalists, and that 
of operatives; parties which are identical in their 
moral character, and which can easily changg 
ground with each other, in the support of many 
of their measures. Parties of principle, as, 
religious sects, or the party of free-trade, of 
universal suffrage, of abolition of slavery^ of 
abolition of capital punishment, degenerate into 
personalities, or wouUl inspire enthusiasm. The 
vice of our leading parties in this country (which 
may be cited as a fair specimen of these soctetiea 
of opinion) is, that they do not plant themadivet 
on the deep and necessary grounds to whidb 
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lUdkealitm are reipectively entitled^ but laah themaelvet to 
fury in the carrying of some iocal and momentary 
measure, nowise useful to the commonwealth. 
Of the two great parties, which, at this hour, 
almost share the nation between them, I should 
say, that one has the best cause, and the other 
contains the best men. The philosopheti the 
poet, or the religious roan, will, of course, wish 
to cast his vote with the ^emocrat, for free- 
trade, for wide suffrage, for the abolition of 
legal cruelties in the penal code, and for 
facilitating in every manner the access of the 
young and the poor to the sources of wealth 
and power. But he can rarely iiccept the persons 
whom the so-called popular party propose to 
him as representatives of these liberalities. 
They have not at heart th|^ ends which give 
to the name of democracy what hope and virtue 
are in it. The spirit of our American radicalism 
is destructive and aimless; it is not loving ; it has 
no ulterior and divine ends; but is destructive 
only out of hatred and selhsliness. On the other 
side, the conservative party", composed of the 
most moderate, able, and cultivated part of the 
population, is timid, Ind merely defef^isive of 
property. It vindicates no right, it aspires to 
no real good, it brands no crime, it proposes no 
generous policy, it does not build, nor write, nor 
cherish the arts, nor foster religion, nor establish 
schools, nor encourage science, nor emancipate 
the slave, nor befriend the poor, or the Indian, 
or the immigrant. Prom neither party, when in 
power, has the world any beoelit to expect in 
science, art, or humanity, at all commensurate 
with the resources of the nation. 



pouncs 159 

I 

I do not for thcte defects desfuir of our re* MeiMutiiir 
public. We are not at the mercy of any waves 
of chance. In the strife of ferocious parties, 
human nature always finds itself cherished, as the 
children of the convicts at Botany Bay are found 
to have as healthy a moral sentiment as other 
chi^ren. Citizens of feudal states are alarmed 
at our democratic institutions lapsing into anarchy; 
and the older and more cautious among ourselves 
are learning from Europeans to look with some 
terror at our turbulent freedom. It is said, that 
in our license of construing the Constitution, and 
in the despotism of public opinion, we have no 
anchor; and on# foreign observer thinks he has 
found the safeguard in the sanctity of Marriage 
among us; and another thinks he has found it in 
our Calvinism, fisher Ames expressed the 
popular security more wisely, when he compared 
a monarchy and a republic, saying, **that a 
monarchy is a merchantman, which sails well, 
but will sometimes strike on a rock, and go to 
the bottom; whil^ a republic is a raft, which 
would never sink, but then your feet are always 
in water.*’ No forms can have any dangerous 
iraporuyice, whilst we ar# befriended by the laws 
of things. It makes no difference how many 
tons weight of atmosphere presses on our heads, 
so long as the same pressure resists it within the 
lungs. Augment the mass a thousandfold, it 
cannot begir. to crush us, as long as reaction U 
equal to action. The fact of two poles, of two 
forces, centripetal and centrifugal, is universal, 
and each force, by its own activity, develops the 
other. Wild liberty develops iron conscience. 

Want of liberty, by strengthening law and 
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Mes uid decorum, stupefies conscience. ** Ljrnch-law’’ 
prevails only where there is greater hardihood 
and self-subsistency in the leaders. A mob 
cannot be a permanency: everybody’s interest 
requires that it should not exist, and only justice 
satisfies all. 

We must trust infinitely to the beneficent 
necessity which shines through all laws. Human 
nature expresses itself in them as characteristically 
as in statues, or songs, or railroads, and an abstract 
of the codes of nations would be a transcript of 
the common conscience. Governments have their 
origin in the moral identity of men. Reason for 
one is seen to be reason for another, and for every 
other. There is a middle measure which satisfies 
all parties, be they never so many, or so resolute 
for their own. Every man finds a sanction for 
his simplest claims and deeds in decisions of his 
own mind, which be calls truth and holiness. 
In these decisions all the citizens find a perfect 
agreement, and only in these; not in what is 
good to eat, good to wear, good use of time, or 
what amount of land, or of public aid, each is 
entitled to claim. This truth and justice men 
presently endeavour ts^ make application of, to 
the measuriog of land, the apportionment of 
service, the protection of life and property. 
Their first endeavours, no doubt, are very 
awkward. Yet absolute right is the first 
governor; or, eyery government is an impure 
theocracy. The idea, after which each com¬ 
munity is aiming to make and mend iu law, 
is the will of the wise man. The wise mao, 
it caimot find in nature, and it makes awkward 
but earnest efiorts to secure his government by 
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contrivance $ aa, hf ^causing the entire people to F e re g 
give their voices on every measure; or, by 
double choice to get the representation of the 
whole; or, by a selection of the beet citizens $ 
or, to secure tlie advantages of efficiency and 
internal peace, by contiding the government to 
one,^who may himself select his agents. All 
forms of government symbolize an immortal 
government, common to all dynasties and inde* 
pendent of numbm, perfect where two men 
exist, perfect where there is only one man. 

Every man’s nature is a sufficient advertise- 
meot to him of the character of his fellows. 

My right and ni)f wrong, is their right and their 
wrong. Whilst I do what is bt for me, and 
abstain from what is unfit, my neighbour and I 
shall often agree in ^ur meant, and work together 
for a time to one end. But whenever 1 find my 
dominion over myself not sufficient for me, and 
undertake the direction of him also, 1 overstep 
the truth, and come intoTalse iclations to him* 

I may have so muclv more skill or strength than 
he, that he cannot expit^sa ade<|uatcly his sense 
of wrong, but it is a lie, and hurts like a lie both 
him am^ me. Love andenature cannot maiotain* 
the assumption: it must be executed by a 
practical lie, namely, by force. This un^r- 
taking for another, is the blunder which stands 
in colossal ugliness in the governments of the 
world. It is the same thing numbers, as in 
a pair, only not quite so tmelligible. 1 can see 
well eoou^ a great difference between my 
setting myself down u^a self-control, and my 
going to make somebody else act after my 
views f bttt when a quarter of the human race 
n L 
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The tow ftWttme to tell me what I most do, I maj be 
^ disturbed by the circumstances to see 
better m> clearly the absurdity of their command. 
Therefore, all public ends look vague and 
quixotic Inside private ones. For, any laws 
but those which men make for themselves, are 
laughable. If 1 put myself in the place my 
child, and we stand in one thought, and see 
what things are thus or thus, that perception 
is law for him and me. We are both there, 
both act. But if, without carrying him into the 
thought, 1 look over into his plot, and, guessing 
how it is with him, ordain this of that, he will 
never obey me. This is the fiistory of govern¬ 
ments—one man docs ramething which is to 
bind another. A man who cannot be acquainted 
with me, taxes me; looking from afar at me, 
ordains that a part of my labour shall go to this 
or that whimsical end, not as 1, but as he 
happens to fancy. Behold the consequence. 
Of all debts, men are least willing to pay the 
taxes. What a satire is this on government! 
Everywhere they think they get their money’s 
worth, except for these. 

f Hence, the less ^vernment we h?.Te, the 
better,—tlie fewer laws, and the less confided 
power. The antidote to this abuse of formal 
government, is, the influence of private character, 
the growth of the individual; the appearance of 
die principal to supersede the proxy; the appear¬ 
ance of the wise man, of whom the existing 
government, is, it must be owned, but a shabby 
imitation. That whiclf all things tend to educe, 
which freedom, cultivation, intercourse, revdu- 
tions, go to flnrm and deliver, is tbaraeier: that 
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It the end of nature, to reach unto thta corona- 
tion of her king. To educate the wne man, the 
State exists; and with the appearance of the 
wite man, the State expires. The appearance 
of character makes the State unnecessary. The 
wise man is the State. He needs no army, 
fbn« or navy,—he loves men too well; no 
bribe, or feast, or palace, to draw friends to 
him: no vantage ground, no favourable cir¬ 
cumstance. He needs no library, for he has 
not done thinking; no church, for he is a 
prophet; no statute book, for he has the law¬ 
giver; no njoney, for he is value; no road, 
for he is at ho$e where he is; no experience, 
for the life of the creator shoots through him, 
and looks from his eyes. ' He has no personal 
friends, for he who has the spell to draw the 
prayer and piety of all men unto him, needs not 
husband and educate a few, to share with him 
a select and poetic life. His relation to men 
is angelic; his memory is myrrh to them; his 
presence, frankincyAse and flowers. 

We think our civilisation near its meridian, 
but we are yet only at the cock-crowing and 
the nMyDing star. In <Air barbarous society thg 
influence of character is in its infancy. As a 
political power, as the rightful lord who is to 
tumble all rulers from their chairs, its preietice 
is hardly yet suspected. Malthus and Ricardo 
quite omit h; the Annual Register is siJent; 
in the Conversations’ Lexicon, it is not set 
down; the PresideDt’s Message, the Queen’t 
Speech, have not mentioDed it; and yet it is 
never nothing. Every thought which genius 
and piety throw into the world, akrrs the 
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world. The gladiators in the lists of power 
. feel, through all their frocks of force and simula¬ 
tion, the presence of worth. 1 think the very 
strife of trade and ambition are confession of 
this divinity; and successes in those fields are 
the poor amends, the fig-leaf with which the 
shamed soul attempts to hide its nakecjness. 
1 find the like unwilling homage in all quarters. 
It is because we know how much is due from 
us, that we are impatient t<$~ show some petty 
talent as a substitute for worth. We are haunted 
by a conscience of this right to grandeur of 
character, and are false to it* But each of us 
has some talent, can do sonlewliat useful, or 
graceful, or formidable, or amusing, or lucrative. 
That we do, as an apology to otliers and to 
ourselves, for not reaching t^e mark of a good 
and equal life. But it does not satisfy tf/, 
whilst we thrust it on the notice of our com¬ 
panions. It may throw dust in their eyes, but 
does not smooth our ‘bwn brow, or give us the 
tranquillity of the strong when we walk abroad. 
We do penance as we go. Our talent is a sort 
of expiation, and we are constrained to reflect 
pn our splendid momcni, with a certain l^umilta- 
tion, as somewhat too fine, and not as one act 
of many acts, a fair expression of our permanent 
energy* Most persons of ability meet in society 
with a kind of tacit appeal. Each seems to say, 
I am not all hej^.'* Senators and presidents 
have climbed so high wkli pain enough, not 
because they think the place s|)ecialjy agree¬ 
able, but as an apology for real worth, and to 
vindicate their manbo^ in our eyes. This 
conspicuous chair is their compensation to them* 
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aelret for being of a poor, cold^ hard nature. TaatedM 
They rouit do what they can» Like one 
of forett animals, they have nothing but a pre* 
hennle tail: climb they must, or crawl. If a 
man found himself so rich-^natured that be could 
enter into strict relations with the best persons, 
and ^ake life serene around him by the dignity 
and sweetness of his behaviour, could he afford 
to circumvent the^ favour of the caucus and the 
press, and covet relStions so hollow and pompous, 
as those of a politician ? Surely nobody would 
be a charlatan, who could afford to be sincere. 

The tendencies of the times favour the idea 
of self-goveromdht, and leave the individual, 
for all code, to the rewards and penalties of his 
own constitution, which work with more energy 
than we believe, wj^ilst we depend on artificial 
restraints. The movement in this direction has 
been very marked in modern history. Much 
nas been blind and discreditable, but the nature 
of the revolution il not jffected by the vices of 
the revolters; for this is a purely moral force. 

It was never adopted by any party in history, 
neither can be. It separates the individual 
from alj party, and unbes him, at the same* 
time, to the race. It promises a recognition 
of higher rights than those of personal fr^om, 
or the security of property. A man has a right 
to be employed, to he trusted, to be loved, to 
be revered. The power of Ipve, as the basia 
of a state, has never been tried. We must not 
imagme that all things are lapsing into confusion, 
if every tender protestant Im not compelled to 
bear hit part in certain social conventions: nor 
doubt tto roads can be built, letters carried, 
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Gmm- and the fruit of labour iecuredy when the 
foonSS goveroment of force it at an end. Att our 
on force methods now so excellent that all compe^on 
is hopeless? Could not a nation of 
even devise better ways? On the other Inndy 
let not the most conservative and timid fear any¬ 
thing from a premature surrender of the baijmet, 
and the system of force. For^ according |0 the 
order of nature, which is quite superior to our 
will, it stands thus; there^will always he a 
government of force, where men are sdfish; 
and when they are pure enough to abjure the 
code of force, they will be wise enough tO'^^iee 
how these public ends of the jpost-office, of the 
highway, of commerce, and the exchange of 
property, of museums and libraries, of institutShls 
of art and science, can be answered. 

We live in a very low state of the woildt 
and pay unwilling tribute to govemmenta 
found^ on force. There is not, among the 
most religious and instructed men of the molt 
religious and civil nations^ a reliance on the 
moral sentiment, and a sufficient belief in the 
unity of things to persuade them that locietf 
,ran be maintained without artificial restraints,' 
as well as the solar system; or that the private 
citizen might be reasonable, and a good neighbour, 
without the hint of a jail or a confiscation. 
What is strange too, there never was in any 
mao sufficient fiiqh in the power of rectitude, 
to inspire him with the broad desigo of renovat¬ 
ing the State on the principle of right and love. 
All those who have pretei^ed this design, have 
been partial reformers, and have admitted m 
some manner the supremacy of the bad State 
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I dl> oot call to miiid a nogle homan beiog who A tiniria 
hat Headily denied the authority of the laws, 
on the rimple ground of his own moral nature. 

Such derignt, full of genius and full of fate as 
thejr are» are not entertained except avowedly 
as aitopictures. If the individual who exhibits 
the^ daiw^to think them practicable, he disgusts 
schJm and churchmen; and men of talent, 
and women of superior sentiments, cannot hide 
their contempt, ^ot the less does nature 
contintte to nil the heart of youth with sug¬ 
gestions of this enthusiasm, and there are now 
metv—if indeed I can speak in the plural 
nuno^r,—rndte exactly, 1 will say, 1 have just 
been conversing with one man, to whom no 
weight of adverse experience will make it for 
a moment appear impossible, that thousands of 
tnmian beings might exercise towards each 
other the grandest and simplest sentiments, as 
well as a knot of friends, or a pair of lovers. 
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In countie«8 upward-striving waves 
The moon-drawn tide-n^ve strives; 

In thousand far-transplanted grafts 
7'he parent fruit survives ; 

So, in the new-horn millions, 

The perfect Adam Lives. 

Not less are summer-mori^ngf dear 
To every child they wake, 

And each with novel life his sphere 
Fills for his proper sake. 

Man I CANNOT often enough that a man la 
‘ only a relative and repreeentative nature. 
Each ia a hint of the truth, but far enough from 
being that truth, whicla yet he quite newly and 
inevitably suggests to us. If I seek it in him, 
I shall not find it. Could any man conduct 
into me the pure stream of that which he pretenda 
to be ! Long afterwards I find that quality 
disewhere which he promised me. The*geniua 
of the Platonists is intoxicating to ^e student, 
yet how few particulars of it can 1 detach from 
all their books. The man momentarily stands 
for the thought, bnt will not bear examination; 
and a society of ^men will cursorily represent 
well enough a certain quality and culture,—^for 
example, chivalry or beauty of manners,—but 
separate them, and there is no gentleman and 
no lady in the group. The least hint sets us 
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Oft the pursuit of a charactert which no man lacks 
realizes. We have such exorbitant eyes, that 
on seeing the smallest arc, we complete the 
curve, and when the curtain is lifted from the 
diagram, which it seemed to veil, we are vexed 
to hnd that no mote was drawn than just that 
fragment of an arc which we first beheld. We 
are greatly too liberal in our construction of 
each other’s faculty and promise. Exactly 
what the parties Hive already done, they shafl 
do again ; but that which wc inferred from their 
nature and inception they will not do. That is 
in nature, but not in them. That happens in 
the world, whlch^ we often witness in a public 
debate. Each of the speakers expresses himself 
imperfectly: no one of them hears much that 
another says, such js the pre«>occupatioo of mind 
of each; and the audience, who have only to 
hear, and not to speak, judge very wisely and 
superiorly how wrong-headed and unskilful is 
each of the debaters to Ms own affair. Great 
men, or men of great gifts, you shall easily find, 
but symmetrical ni%n never. When I meet a 
pure intellectual force, or a generosity of affection, 

1 believe here then is rrygn; and am presently^ 
mortified by the discovery, that this individual 
is no more available to his own or to the general 
ends, than his companions; because the power 
which drew my respect is not supported by the 
total eyntphony of his talents. All persons 
exist in society by some shining trait of beauty 
or utility, which they have. We borrow the 
proportions of the man from that one fine feature, 
and finish the portrait symmetrically; which is 
false; for the rest of his body is small or 
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Noof Is deformed. I observe a person who makes a 
good public appearance, and conclude thence 
the perfection ot his private character, on which 
this is based; but he has no private character. 
He is a graceful cloak or lay-ngure for holidays. 
All our poets, heroes, and saints, fail utterly in 
some one or in many parts to satisfy our idea, 
fail to draw oor spontaneous interest, and so 
leave us without ai^ hope of realization but in 
our own future. Our exaggeration of all fine 
characters arises from the fict that we identify 
each in turn with the soul. But there are no 
such men as we fable; no Jesus, nor Pericles, 
nor Czsar, nor Angelo, nor Wafhington, such 
as we have made. We consecrate a great deal 
of nonsense, because it was allowed by great 
men. There is none withput his foible. I 
verily believe if an angel should come to chaunt 
the chorus of the moral law, he would eat too 
much gingerbread, or take liberties with private 
letters, or do some prAiious atrocity. It is bad 
enough, that our geniuses «cannot do anything 
uBcfnI, but it is worse that^no man is fit for 
society who has fine traits. He is admired at 
A distance, but he cannot come near without 
appearing a cripple. The men of filfe parts 
protect themselves by solitude, or by courtesy, 
or by satire, or hy an acid worldly manner, 
each concealing, as be best can, bis incapacity 
for useful auociation, but they want either love 
or self-reliance. 

Our native love of reality joins with this 
experience to teach us a little reserve, and to 
dissuade a too sudden surrender to the brilliant 
qualities of persons. Young people admire talests 
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or particular exccllenciea { as we grow older, we WiU»e**>^ 
value total powert aod eiTecta,—at, the impres* 
uoii, the qi^Uy, the apirk of men and things. 

The genius is all. The nian,-^tt is his syatem: 
we do not try a solitary word or act, but his 
habit. The acts which you praise, I praise 
Do^ since they are departures from his faith, and • 
are mere compliances* The magnetism which 
arranges tribes aod races to one polarity, is alone 
to be respected; %e men are steel-filings. Yet 
we unjustly select a particle, and say, ** O steel- 
filing number one! what heart-drawings I feel 
to thee! what prodigious virtues are these of 
thine i how Vodiututional to thee, and incom¬ 
municable ! ” Whilst we speak, the loadstone 
is withdrawn; down falls our filing in a heap 
with the rest, and^we continue our mummery to 
the wretched shaviog* Let us go for universals; 
for the magnetism, not for the needles. Human 
life and its persons are poor empirical pretensions. 

A personal infiueflce is dfl fatuut. If they 
say, it is great, it vis great; if they say, it is 
small, it is small^ you see it, and you see it 
not, by turns; it borrows all its size from the 
momentary estimation iof the ^speakers: 
Wiil-<f-the-wisp vanishes, if you go too near, 
vanishes if yon go too £ir, only blazes at 
one angle. Who can tell if Washington be a 
great man, or no? Who can tell if Franklin 
be? Yel, or any but the |welve, or six, or 
three great sods of fame ? And th^, too, loom 
and Me before the eternal. 

We are amphibious creatures, weapoocd for 
two elements^ having two sets of faculties, the 
pardcolar and the catholic* We adjust our 
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ioBtrument for general obterration* and sweep 
the heavens as easily as we pick out a single 
figure in the terrestrial landscape. We are 
practically skilful in detecting elements for 
which we have no place in our theory* and no 
name. Thus we are very sensible of an atmo¬ 
spheric influence in men and in bodies of n^n, 
not accounted for in an arithmetical addition of 
all their measurable properties. There is a 
genius of a nation, which is n^t to be found in 
the numerical citizens, but which characterizes 
the society. England, strong, punctual, practical, 
well-spoken England, I should not find, if 1 
should go to the island to sedk it. In the 
parliament, in the playhouse, at dinner-tables, 
1 might see a great number of rich, ignorant, 
book-read, conventional, proud, men,—^many old 
women,—and not anywhere the Englishman who 
made the good speeches, combined the accurate 
engines, and did the bold and nervous deeds. It 
is even worse in Ameriba, whbre, from the in¬ 
tellectual quickness of the race, the genius of the 
country is more splendid in Its promise, and 
more slight in its performance. W^ebster cannot 
do the work of Webster. Wc conceive dispnctly 
enough the French, the Spanish, the German 
genius, and it is not the less real, that perhaps 
we should not meet in cither of those nations a 
single individual who corresponded with the type. 
We infer the spirit of the nation in great measure 
from the language, which is a sort of monument 
to which each forcible individual in a course of 
many hundred years has contributed a stone. 
And, universally, a good example of this social 
force is the feracity of language, which cannot 
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be debatithed. In any controveny concerning Moaajt tha 
moraJa, an appeal may be made with safety to P*^®^***® 
the sentiments which the language of the people 
expresses. Proverbs, words, ai^ grammar in* 
flections convey the public sense with more 
purity and precision than the wisest individual. 

l|i the famous dispute with the NominalistSf 
the Realists had a good deal of reason. General 
ideas are essences. They are our gods: they 
round and ennoble the most partial and sordid 
way of living. Our proclivity to details cannot 
quite degrade our life, and divest it of poetry. 

The day*labpurer is reckoned as standing at 
the foot of the Ibcial scale, yet he is saturated 
with the laws of the world. His measures are 
the hours; morning and night, solstice and 
equinox, geometry^ astronomy, and all the lovely 
accidents of nature play through his mind. 

Money, which represents the prose of life, 
and which is hardly woken of in parlours 
without an apology, is, m its eiiects and laws, 
as beautiful as roses. Property keeps the ac* 
counts of the wor)3, and is always moral. The 
property will be found where the labour, the 
wisdofl^ and the virtue have been in nations, ii^ 
classes, and (the whole life-time considered, with 
the compensations) in the individual also. How 
wise the world apixrars, when the laws and usages 
of nations are largely detailed, and the complete¬ 
ness of ^e municipal systep U considered I 
Nothing is left out. If you go into the 
marketsi and the custom-houses, the insurers’ 
and aouries' offices, the offices of sealers of 
wdghts and measures, of inspection of pro* 
vittons,-^ will appear as if one man bad i^e 
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M64«ia- it slL Wherever yau go, a wit like yoor own 
good^booltt before you, and has realized its thought* 

The Eleusiniao mysteries, the Egyptian archi¬ 
tecture, the Indian astronomy, the Greek sculpture, 
show that there always were seeing and knowing 
men in the planet. The world is full of masonic 
ties, of guUds, of secret and public legioi|9 of 
honour; that of scholars, for example; and 
that of gentlemen fraternizing with the upper 
class of every country and every culture* 

I am very much struck in literature by the 
appearance, that one person wrote all the books; 
as if the editor of a journal plant^ his body of 
reporters in different parts of tfie held of action, 
and relieved some by others from time to time; 
but there is such equality and identity both of 
judgment and point of viev' in the narrative, 
that it is plainly the work of one all-seeing, 
all-hearing gentleman. 1 looked into Pope’s 
Odyssey yesterday: it is as correct and elegant 
after our canon of tcnday, as if it were newly 
written. The modernness* ^of all good books 
seems to give me an existence as wide as man. 
What is well done, 1 feel as if I did; what is 
'ill-done, I reck not of. Sbakspeare’sjDassages 
of passion (for example, in Lear and Hamlet) 
are in the very dialect the present year. I 
am faithful again to the whole over the members 
in my use of ^oks. I find the most pleasure 
in reading a book in a manner least fiattering 
to the author. 1 read Proclus, and somectmes 
Plato, as 1 might read a dictionary, a 
mechanical help to the fancy and the imagination. 
1 read for the lustres, as if one should use a 
fine picture in a chromatic experiment, £at its 
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rich colanrs. *Tm sot Pracltta» hut a piece of Conataat 
satiire and &te that I explore. It ii a greater 
joy to see the author's author^ than himself 
A higher pleasure of the same kind 1 found 
lately at a concert, where 1 west to hear 
Hanidel's Messiah. As the master overpowered 
the jittleness and incapableness of the performers, 
and made them conductors of his electricity, so 
it was easy to ol^ve what efforu nature was 
making through so many hoarse, wooden, and 
imperfirat persons, to pi^uce beautiful voices, 
fluid and soul-guided men and women. The 
genius of natty^e was paramount at the oratorio. 

This preferen& ot the genius to the parts is 
the secret of that deification of art which is 
found in all superior minds. Art, in the artist, 
is proportion, or aihabitual respect to the whole 
by an eye loving beauty in details: and the 
wonder and charm of it is the sanity in insanity 
which it demotes. Proj^rdon is almost im<^ 
possible to human beings. There is no one 
who does not exaggerate. In conversation, men 
are encumbered with personality, and talk too 
much. In modern sculpture, picture, and poetry, 
the beguty is miscellaneous; the artist work* 
here and there, and at all points, adding and 
adding, instead of unfolding the unit of his 
thought. Beautiful details we must have, or no 
artist; but they must be means and never other. 

The eye must not lose sight fcyc a moment of the 
purpose. Lively boys write to their ear and 
eye, and the cool reader finds nothing but sweet 
jin^kt in it. When they grow older they respect 
the argument. 

We obey the lame inteUectoal totegrity, when 
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Definr^ we itudy in exceptions the law of the world* 
JloJSa Anomalous facts, as the never quite obsolete 
rumours of magic and demonology, and the 
new allegations of phrenologists and neurologists, 
are of ideal use. They are good indications. 
Homceopathy is insignificant as an art of healing, 
but of great value as criticism on the hygeja or 
medical practice of the time. So with Mes¬ 
merism, Swedenborgism, Fpurierism, and the 
Millennial Church; they are poor petensions 
enough, but good criticism on the science, 
philosophy, and preaching of the day. For 
these abnormal insights of the adepts ought to 
be normal, and things of cours^. 

All things show us, that on every side we 
are very near to the best. It seems not worth 
while to execute with too m 4 ich pains some one 
intellectual, or ssthetical, or civil feat, when 
presently the dream will scatter, and we shall 
^ burst into universal power. Tiie reason of idle¬ 
ness and of crime is the deferring of our hopes. 
Whilst we are waiting, we beguile tfie time with 
jokes, with sleep, with eating, and with crimes. 

Thus we settle it in'our cool libraries,^ that all 
the agents with which we dcitl are subalterns, 
which we can well afford to let pass, and life 
will be simpler when we live at the centre, and 
flout the surfaces. I wish to speak with all 
respect of persons, but sometimes I must pinch 
myself to keep awake, and preserve the due tk- 
corum. They melt so fast into each other, that 
they are like grass and trees, and it needs an 
effort to treat them as individuals. Though the 
uninsnired msn certainly finds persons a coo- 
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▼enieocy in household matterst the dinne roan Tlia Muiftir 
does not respect them: he sees them as a rack •®®***J 
of clouds, or a fleet of ripples which the wind 
drives over the surface of the water. But this 
is flat rebellion. Nature will not be Buddhist: 
she resents generalizing, and insults the philo- 
Bopl^r in every moment with a million of fresh 
particulars, it is all idle talking : as much as a 
man is a whole, so is he also a part; and it were 
partial not to 8cc*it. What you say in your 
pompous distribution only distributes you into 
your class and section. You have not got rid 
of parts by denying them, but are the more 
partial. You* ai% one thing, but nature it one 
thing and the other thing, in the same moment. 

She will not remain orbed in a thought, but 
rushes into pcrsoiy; and when each person, 
inflamed to a fury of personality, would conquer 
all things to his poor crotchet, she raises up 
against him another person, and by many persons 
incarnates again a fort of f^hole. She will Ivive 
all. Nick Bottom^ cannot play all the parts, 
work it how he mky: there will be somebody 
else, and the world will be round. Everything 
must have its flower or^^flbrt at the beautiful,^ 
coarser*or finer, according to its stuC They 
relieve and recommend each other, and the 
sanity of society it the balance of a thousand 
insanities. She punishes abstractionists, and will 
only forgive an induction which is rare and 
casual. We like to come to a height of land 
and see the landscape, just as we value a general 
remark in conversation. But it is not the inten* 
tion of nature that we should live by general 
views. We fetch fire and water, run about all 

ti M 
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Matiire day among the shops and markets^ and get our 
■loSim clothes and shoes made and mended^ and are the 
victims of these details, and once in a fortnight 
we arrive, perhaps, at a rational moment. If we 

were not thus infatuated, if we saw the real from 
hour to hour, we should not be here to write and 
to read, but should have been burned or frgzen 
long ago. She would never get anything done, 
if she suffered Admirable Crichtons, and universal 
geniuses. She loves better i' wheelwright who 
dreams all night of wheels, and a gioom who is 
part of his horse: for she is full of work, and 
these are her hands. As the frugal farmer takes 
care that his cattle shall eat down the rowan, and 
swine shall eat the waste of his house, and 
poultry shall pick the crumbs, so our economical 
mother despatches a new genius and habit of 
mind into every district and condition of ex¬ 
istence, plants an eye wherever a new ray of 
light can fall, and gathering up into some man, 
every property in the universe, establishes 
thousand-fold occult mutual attractions among 
her offspring, that all this wash and waste of 
power may be imparted and exchanged. 

Great dangers undcnbtedly accrue from this 
incarnation and distributioD of tlie godhead, and 
hence nature has her maligners, as if she were 
Circe; and Alphooso of Castille fancied he 
could have given useful advice. But she does 
not go unprovided; she has hellebore at the 
bottom of the cup. Solitude would ripen a 
plentiful crop of despots. The recluse thinks 
of men as having his manner, or as not having 
his manner; and as having degrees of it, more 
or less. But when he comes into a pabHc 
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aMembly, he sees that fnen have very diifereot Bach aum 
manoers from his owe, and in their way admir* u te^n^ 
able* In his childhood and youth, he has had 
many checks and censures, and thinks modestly 
enough of his own endowment. When after* 
wards he comes to unfold it in propitious cir¬ 
cumstance, it seems the only ulent: he is de¬ 
lighted with his success, and accounts himself 
already the fellow of the great. But he goes into 
a mob, into a banllRog-house, into a mechanic's 
shop, into a mill, into a laboratory, into a .ship, 
into a camp, and in each new place he is no 
better than an idiot: other talents take place 
and rule the hotr. The rotation which whirls 
every leaf and pebble to the meridian, reacheu to 
every gift of man, and we all take turns at the 
top. • , 

For nature, who abhors mannerism, has set 
her heart on breaking up ail styles and tricks, 
and it is so much easier to do what one has 
done before, than to do f new thing, that there 
is a perpetual tendency to a set mode. In 
every conversation, even the highest, there is 
a certain trick, which may be soon learned by 
an acute person, and thru that particular style^ 
continued indefinitely. Each man, too, is a 
tyrant in tendency, because he would impose 
lu8 idea os others; and their trick is ^eir 
natural defence. Jesus would absorb the race; 
but Tom Paire or the coarsest blasphemer helps 
humanity by resisting his exuoerance of power. 

Hence the immense benefit of party in politics, 
as it reveals faults of character to a chief^ which 
the mtellectual force of the persons, with ordinary 
opportunity, and not hurled into aphelion by 
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Bvtiy nuB hatred, could oot have seen. Since we are all 
it wABted stupid, what benefit that there should be two 

stupidities! It is like that brute advantage so 
essential to astronomy, of having the diameter 
of the earth’s orbit for a base of its triangles. 
Democracy is morose, and runs to anarchy, but 
in the state, and in the schools, it is iDdis{|pD- 
sable to resist the consolidation of all men into 
a few men. If John was perfect, why are you 
and I alive ? As long as anf man exists, there 
is some need of him} let him fight for his own. 
A new ]X}et has appeared; a new character 
approached us; why should we refuse to eat 
bread, until we have found hb i^egiment and 
section in our old army-files? Why not a 
new man ? Here is a new enterprise of Brook 
Farm, of Skeneateles, of N^orthampton : why 
so impatient to baptise them Essenes, or Port- 
Royalists, or Shakers, or by any known and 
effete name ? Let it be a new way of living. 
Why have only two dl thrce'ways of life, and 
not thousands? Evefy mantis wanted, and no 
man is wanted much. We came this tioie for 
condiments, not for com. We want the great 
genius only for joy; fcir one star more in our 
constellation, for one tree more in our 'grove. 
But he thinks we wish to belong to him, as 
he wishes to occupy us. He greatly mistakes 
us. I think 1 have done well, if 1 have acquired 
a new word from a good author; and my 
business with him* is to find own, though 
it were only to melt him down into an epithet 
or an image for daily use. 

** Into paint will 1 grind thee, my bride! " 
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To embroil the confusioo, and make it im- Btom 
possible to arrive at any general statement, 
when we have insisted on the imperfection of 
individuals, our affections and our experience 
urge that every individual is entitled to honour, 
and a very generous treatment is sure to be 
repiud. A recluse sees only two or three 
persons, and allows them all their room; they 
spread themselvetat large. The man of state 
looks at many, and compares the few habitually 
with others, and these look less. Yet are they 
not entitled to this generosity of reception ? and 
is not muni%:ei^e the means of insight? For 
though gamesters say, that the cards beat all 
the players, though they were never so skilful, 
yet in the contest we are now considering, the 
players are also tiie game, and share the power 
of the cards. If you criticise a fine genius, the 
odds are that you are out of your reckoning, 
and, instead of the pojt, are censuring your 
own caricature of him. J^or there is somewhat 
spheral and infini|8 in every man, esj^ecially in 
every genius, which, if you can come very near 
him, sports with all your limitations. For, 
rightly every man is at channel through whicli 
heaven floweth, and, whilst I fanci^ I was 
criticising him, I was censuring or rather ter¬ 
minating ray own soul. After taxing (roetbe 
as a courtier, artificial, unbelieving, worldly, 

—I took up hts book of (lelena, and found 
him an Indian of the wilderness, a piece of 
pure nature like an apple or an oak, large 
as morning or night, and virtuous as a briar- 
rose. 

Bot care is taken that the whole tune shall be 
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Aneta played. If we were not kept amofkg surfaces, 

physical ^veiything would be large and universal; now 
the excluded attributes burst in on us with the 
more brightness, that they have been excluded. 

Your turn now, my turn next,” is the rule of 
the game. The universality being hindered in 
its primary form, comes in the secondary form 
of all sides : the points come in succession to 
the meridian, and by the s^ed of rotation, a 
new whole is formed. Nature keeps herself 
whole, and her representation complete in the 
experience of each mind. She suffers no seat 
to be vacant in her college. It is the secret of 
the world that all things subHst, and do not 
die, but only retire a little from sight, and 
afterwards return again. Whatever does not 
concern us, is concealed fro^ us. As soon as 
a person is no longer relat^ to our present 
well-being, he is concealed, or as we say. 
Really, all things and persons are related to us, 
but according to our ^nature,'they act on us not 
at once, but in succession, and we are made 
aware of their presence one at a time. All 
persons, all things which we have known, are 
4 here present, and many more than we see; the 
world is full. As the ancients said, the world 
is a plenum or solid; and if we saw all things 
that really surround os, we should be imprison^ 
and unable to move. For, though nothing is 
impassable to the^sool, but all things are pervious 
to it, and like highways, yet this is only whilst 
the soul does not see thm. As soon as the 
soul sees any object, it stops before that object. 
Therefore, the divine Providence, which keeps 
the universe open in every direction to the sool. 
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conceals ail the furniture and all the persons that aiiwnsot 
do not concern a particular soul, from the senses 
of that individual. Through solidest eternal 
things, the man finds his road, as if they did not 
subsist, and does not once suspect their being. 

As soon as he needs a new object, suddenly he 
belmids it, and no longer attempts to pass through 
it, but takes another way. When he has ex¬ 
hausted for the time the nourishment to be drawn 
from any one persSn or thing, that object is with¬ 
drawn from his observation, and though still in 
his immediate neighbourhood, he does not suspect 
its presence. 

Nothing is deld : men feign themselves dead, 
and endure mock funerals and mournful obituaries, 
and there they stand looking out of the window, 
sound and well, in ^rae new and strange disguise. 

Jesus is not dead; he is very welf alive; nor 
John, nor Paul, nor Mahomet, nor Aristotle; 
at times we believe we have seen them all, 
and could easily*tell tlft names under which 
they go. * 

If we cannot ihake voluntary and conscious 
steps in the admirable science of universals, let 
us see the parts wisely, and infer the gemu| 
of natSre from the best particulars with a be¬ 
coming charity. What is best in each kind 
is an index of what should be the average 
of that thing. Love shows me the opu¬ 
lence of nature, by disclosing to me in my 
friend a hidden weirith, antf I infer an equal 
depth of good in every other direction. It is 
commonly said by fiumers, that a good pear or 
apple costs no more rime or pains to rear, than 
a poor one; so I would have no work of ait. 
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'^0 aJ4 DO speech, or action, or thought, or friend, but 

duality 

The end and the means, the gamester and 
the game,—life is made up of the intermixture 
and reaction of these two amicable powers, 
whose marriage appears beforehand monstrous, 
as each denies and tends to abolish the Qther. 
We must reconcile the contradictions as we can, 
but their discord and their concord introduce 
v/ild absurdities into our thinking and speech. 
No sentence will hold the whole truth, and the 
only way in which we can be just, is by giving 
ourselves the lie; Speech is better than silence; 
silence is better than speech ;~A(( things are in 
contact; every atom has a sphere of repulsion; 
—Things arc, and are not, at the same time;— 
and the like. All the universe over, there is 
but one thing, this old Two-Face, creator- 
creature, mind-matter, right-wrong, of which 
any proposition may be affirmed or denied. 
Very fitly, therefore,* I assert, that every man 
is a partialist, that nature* secures him as an 
instrument by self-conceit, preventiog the ten¬ 
dencies to religion and science; and now further 
^assert, that each man*8< genius being nearly and 
affectionately explored, he is justified in his 
individuality, as his nature is found to be 
immense; and now I add, that every man is 
a universalist also; and, as our earth, whilst it 
spins on its own axis, s^uns all the time around 
the sun through tlie celestial spaces, so the least 
of its rational children, the most dedicated to 
his private affair, works out, though as it were 
under a disguise, the universal problem. We 
&ncy men are individuals; so are pumpkins; 
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but every pumpkio ia the field goes through Tnitlifltt 
every point of pumpkin history. The rabid 
democrat, as soon as he is senator and rich 
man, has ripened beyond possibility of sincere 
radicalism, and unless he can resist the sun, he 
must be conservative the remainder of his days. 

Logd Eldon said in his old age, **that if he 
were to begin life again, he would be damned 
but he would begin as agitator.” 

We hide this flhiversality, if we can, but it 
appears at all points. We are as ungrateful as 
children. There is nothing we cherish and 
strive to draw to us, but in some hour wc turn 
and rend it. \^^e keep a running fire of sarcasm 
at ignorance and the life of the senses; then 
goes 'by, perchance, a fair girl, a piece of life, 
gay and happy, ^nd making the commonest 
otfices beautiful, by the energy and heart with 
which she does them, and seeing this, we admire 
and love her and them, and say, ** Lo! a 
genuine creature *of th^ fair eartfi, not dissi¬ 
pated, or too early ripened by books, philosophy, 
religion, society, or*care ! ” insinuating a treachery 
and contempt for all we had so long loved and 
wrougjit in ourselves an|f others. 

If we could have any security against moods! 

If the profoundest prophet could be holden to 
his words, and the hearer who is ready to sell 
ail and join the crusade, could have any certi¬ 
ficate that to-morrow his prophet shall not unsay 
his testimony! But the trutli sits veiled there 
on the bench, and never interposes an adamantine 
syllable; and the most sincere and revolutionary 
doctrine, put as if the ark of God were carried 
forward some furlongs, and planted there for the 
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impoMi- succour of the world, shall in a few weeks be 
coldly set aside by the same speaker, as morbid; 
** I thought 1 was right, but 1 was not,”—and 
the same immeasurable credulity demanded for 
new audacities. If we were not of all opinions! 
if we did not in any moment shift the platform 
on which we stand, and look and speak /rom 
another! if there could be any regulation, any 

one-hour-rule,” that a man should never leave 
his point of view, without^sound of trumpet! 
1 am always insincere, as always knowing there 
are other moods. 

Plow sincere and confidential we can be, 
saying all that lies in the mind, and yet go 
away feeling that all is yet unsaid, from the 
incajjacity of the paities to know each other, 
although they use the same ^words! My com¬ 
panion assumes to know my mood and habit of 
thought, and we go on from explanation to ex¬ 
planation, until all is said which words can, and 
we leave matters just as they were at first, because 
of that vicious assumption. Is it that every 
man believes every other to be an incurable 
partialist, and himself an universalist ? I talked 
yesterday with a pair^,of philosophers: I en¬ 
deavour^ to show ray good men thai I love 
everything by turns, and nothing long; that 1 
loved the centre, but doated on superficies ; 
that I loved man, if men seemed to me mice 
and rats; that I revered saints, but woke up 
glad that the olcP pagan world stood its ground, 
and died hard; that I was glad of men of 
every gift and nobility, but would not live in 
their arms. Could they but Once understand, 
that 1 loved to know that they existed, and 



NOMINALIST AND REALIST 187 

heartily wished them Godspeed, yet, out of my of com* 
poverty of life and thought, had no word or 
welcome for them when they came to see me, 
and could well consent to their living in Oregon, 
for any claim I felt on them, it would a 
great satisfaction. 



NEW ENGLAND REFORMERS 


A LECTURE READ BEFORE THE SOCIETY IN aWrY 
HALL, ON SUNDAY, 3RD MARCH, 1844 


The \ A/HOEVER has had opportunity of acquaint- 
dSSent ^ ^ society in New England, during 

the last twenty-five years, with those middle, and 
with those leading sections that ‘.nay constitute 
any just representation of the character and aim 
of the community, will have been struck with 
the great activity of thought and experimenting. 
His attention must be comiiianded by the signs 
that the church, or religious party, is falling 
from the church nominal, and is appearing in 
temperance and non-resistance societies, in move¬ 
ments of abolitionists and of socialists, and in 
very significant assemblies, called Sabbath and 
Bible Conventions,—rcomposed of ultraists, of 
seekers, of all the soul of the soldiery of dissent, 
^and meeting to call in question the authority of 
the Sabbath, of the priesthood, and of the 
church. In these movements, nothing was more 
remarkable than the discontent they begot in the 
movers. The spirit of protest and of detach¬ 
ment, drove the ^nembers of these conventions 


i 


to bear testimony agabst the church, and im- 
^mediately afterward, to declare their discontent 


witn tnese convenuons, tneir inaepenaeoc< 
their colleagues, and their impatience of 

x88 



NEW ENGLAND REFORMERS 189 


methoda whereby they were working. They 
defied each other, like a congress of kings, 
each of whom had a realm to rule, and a way 
of his own that made concert unprofitable. 
What a fertility of projects for the sal<;atioo of 
the world ! One apostle thought ail men should 
go t^ farming ; and another, that no man should 
buy or sell: that the use of money was the 
cardinal evil; another, that the mischief was in 
our diet, that we^eat and drink damnation. 
These made unleavened bread, and were foes 
to the death, to fermentation. It was in vain 
urged by the housewife, that God made yeast, 
as well as dough,*and loves fermentation just as 
dearly as he loves vegetation : that fermentation 
develops the saccharine element in the grain, and 
makes it more pa||itable and more digestible. 
No; they wish the pure wheat, and will die 
but it shall not ferment. Stop, dear nature, 
these incessant advances of thine; let us scotch 
these ever-rolling v^heels! • Others attacked the 
system of agricultures the use of animal manures 
in farming; and the tyranny of man over brute 
nature; these abuses polluted his food. The ox 
must be taken from the ^ilough, and the horse 
from thi cart, the hundred acres of the farm 
must be spaded, and the man must walk 
wherever boats and locomotives will not carry 
him. Even the insect world was to be de¬ 
fended,—that had been too long neglected, and 
a society for the protection of ground-worms, 
slugs, and mosquitos was to be incorporated 
without delay. With these appeared the adepts 
of homoeopathy, of hydropathy, of mesmerism, 
of phrenology, and their wonderful theories of 


andsoiBa 
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Sob* rood the Chriftian miracles! Others assailed par- 
ttcular vocations, as that of the lawyer, that of 
the merchant, of the manufacturer, of the clergy- 
man, of the scholar. Others attacked the insti¬ 
tution of marriage, as the fountain of social evils. 
Others devoted themselves to the worrying of 
churches and meetings for public worship; and 
the fertile forms of anti-nomianism among the 
elder puritans, seemed to have their match in 
the plenty of the new harvest of reform. 

with this din of opinion and debate, there 
was a keener scrutiny of institutions and domestic 
life than any we had known, there was sincere 
protesting against existing evits, and there were 
changes of employment dictated by conscience. 
No doubt, there was plentiful vapouring, and 
cases of backsliding might occur. But in each 
of these movements emerged a good result, a 
tendency to the adoption of simpler methods, 
and an assertion of the sufficiency of the private 
man. Thus it was clirectJyMn the spirit and 
genius of the age, what hapi^ened in one instance, 
when a church censured and threatened to ex¬ 
communicate one of its members, on account of 
^the somewhat hostile p:rrt to the churchy, which 
his conscience led him to take in the anti- 
siavery business; the threatened individual im¬ 
mediately excommunicated the church in a public 
and formal process. This has been several times 
repeated: it was excellent when it was done 
the hrst time, but, of course, loses all value when 
It is copied. Every project in the history of 
reform, no matter how violent and surprisiiig, is 
good, when it is the dictate of a mao's genios 
and constitution, but very dull and suspicious 
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when adopted from another* It ia right and A aMw- 
beautiful in any man to say, ** I will take thia 
coat, or this book, or this measure of corn of 
yours,”—in whom we see the act to be original, 
and to flow from the whole spirit and faith of 
him ; for then that taking will have a giving as 
free gnd divine; but we are very easily disposed 
to resist the same generosity of speech, when we 
miss originality and truth to character in it. 

There was in aft the practical activities of 
New England, for the last quarter of a century, 
a gradual withdrawal of tender consciences from 
the social organisations. There is observable 
throughout, the contest between mechanical and 
spiritual methods, but with a steady tendency of 
the thoughtful and virtuous to a deeper belief 
and reliance on spir^uai facts. 

In politics, for example, it is easy to see the 
progress of dissent. The country is full of re¬ 
bellion ; the country is full of kings. Hands 
oifi let there be nd controt and no interference 
in the administration of the affairs of this kingdom 
of roe. Hence the*growth of the doctrine and 
of the party of Free Trade, and the willingness 
to try that experiment,^in the face of what ^ 
appear incontestible facts. I confess, the motto 
of the Globe newspaper is so attractive to me, 
that 1 can seldom nnd much appetite to read 
what is below it in its columns, The world is 
governed too much.” So the country is fre¬ 
quently aflording solitary examples of resistance 
to the government, solitary nulliflers, who throw 
themselves on their reserved rights; nay, who 
have reserved all their righu ; who reply to the ^ 
assessor, and to the clerk of court, that they do 
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A dMtrac- not know the State $ and embarrass tlie courts 
cralon^ of law, by non-juring, and the comniandcr-in- 
chief of the militia, by non-resistance. 

The same disposition to scrutiny and dissent 
appeared in civil, festive, neighbourly, and domestic 
society. A restless, prying, conscientious' criti¬ 
cism, broke out in unexpected quarters. J^ho 
gave me the money with which 1 bought my 
coat P Why should professional labour and that 
of the counting-house be pkd so disproportion¬ 
ately to the labour of the porter and the wood- 
sawyer? This whole fabric of Trade gives me 
to pause and think, as it constitutes ^Ise relations 
between men ; inasmuch as I am prone to count 
myself relieved of any responsibility to behave 
well and nobly to that person whom 1 pay with 
money, whereas if 1 had no£ that commodity, I 
should be put on my good behaviour in all com¬ 
panies, and man would be a benefactor to man, 
as being himself his only certiiicate that he had 
a right to those aids' and services which each 
asked of the other. Am I* not too protected a 
person ? is there not a wide disparity between 
the lot of me and the lot of thee, my poor 
^ brother, my poor sister^? Am I not defrauded 
of my best culture in the loss of those gymnastics 
which manual labour and the emergencies of 
poverty constitute ? I find nothing healthful or 
exalting in the smooth conventions of society. 
I do not like the close air of saloons. 1 begin 
to suspect myself to be a prisoner, though treated 
with all this courtesy and luxury. 1 pay a 
destructive tax in my conformity. 

The same insatiable criticism may be traced 
in the efforts for the reform of Education. The 
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popular education haa been taxed with a want Bdaea- 
of truth and nature. It was complained that an ^non 
education to things was not given. Wc are 
students of words: we are shut up in schools, 
and colleges, and recitation-rooms, for ten or 
fifteen years, and come out at last with a bag of 
winds a memory of words, and do not know a 
thing. We cannot use our hands, or our legs, 
or our eyes, or our ^ms. We do not know an 
edible root in the woods, we cannot tell our 
course by the stars, nor the hour of the day by 
the sun. It is well if we can swim and skate. 

We are afraic^of^a horse, of a cow, of, a dog, 
of a snake, of a spider. The Roman rule was, 
to teach a boy nothing that he could not learn 
standing. The old English rule was, <<A1I 
summer in the fi^ld, and all winter in the 
study.’’ And it seems as if a man should learn 
to plant, or to fish, or to hunt, that he might 
secure his subsistence at all events, and not be 
painful to his friends ancT fellow-men. The 
lessons of science s^uld be experimental also. 

The sight of the planet through a telescope is 
worth all the course on astronomy: the shock 
of the ejpctric spark in the elbow outvalues all % 
the theories; the taste of the nitrous oxide, the 
firing of an artificial volcano, are better than 
volumes of chemistry. 

One of the traits of the new spirit, is the 
inquisition it fixed on our scj^olastic devotion 
to the dead languages. The ancient languages, 
with great beauty of structure, contain wonderful 
remains of genius, which draw, and always will 
draw, certain like-minded men,—Greek men, 
and Roman men, in all countries, to their study ; 

11 N 
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The but by a wonderful drowsiness of usage they had 
exacted the study of all men. Once (say two 
common- centuries ago) Latin and Greek had a strict 
relation to all the science and culture there was 
in Europe, and the Mathematics had a momentary 
importance at some era of actiTity in physical 
science. These things became stereotyped as 
education^ as the manner of men is. But the 
Good Spirit never cared fpr the colleges, and 
though all men and boys were now drilled in 
Latin, Greek, and Mathematics, it had quite left 
these shells high and dry on the beach, and was 
now creating and feeding oth^ir itiattcrs at other 
ends of the world. But in a hundred high schools 
and colleges this warfare against common sense 
still goes on. Four, or six, or ten years the 
pupil is parsing Greek and Latin; and as soon 
as he leaves the University, as it is ludicrously 
called, he shuts those books for the last time. 
Some thousands of young men are graduated at 
our colleges in this country every year, and the 
persons who, at forty years,'-8till read Greek, can 
ail be counted on your hand. I never met with 
ten. Four or five persons 1 have seen who read 
4f»Plato. c ^ 

But is not this absurd, that the whole liberal 
talent of this country should be directed in its 
best years on studies which lead to nothing^ 
What was the consequence? Some intelligent 
arsons said or fhought; ** Is that Greek and 
Latin some spell to conjure with, and not words 
of reason ? If the p^sician, the lawyer, the 
divine, never use it to come at their ends, 1 
need never learn it to come at mine. Conjuring 
is gone out of fashion, and 1 will omit this con- 
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jugating, and go straight to affairs.” So tiiey Reformtrf 
jumped the Greek and Latin, and read law, 
medicine, or sermons, without it. To the 
astonishment of all, the self-made men took 
even ground at once with the oldest of the 
regular graduates, and in a few months the most 
constrvative circles of Boston and New York 
had quite forgotten who of their gownsmen was 
college-bred, and w^o was not. 

One tendency appears alike in the philosophical 
speculation, and in the rudest democratical move¬ 
ments, through all the petulance and all the puer¬ 
ility, the wish, 9 an^]y,to cast aside the superfluous, 
and arrive at short methods, urged, as 1 suppose, 
by an intuition that the human spirit is equal to 
aU emergencies, alone, and that man is more 
often injured than helped by the means he uses. 

1 conceive this gradual casting off of material 
aids, and the indication of growing trust in the 
private, self-supplied powers of the individual, 
to be the affirmative principle of the recent 
philosophy : and th^f it is feeling its own pro¬ 
found truth, and is reaching forward at this 
very hour to the happiest conclusions. I readily 
concede ^that in this, as iik every period of intel*% 
lectual activity, there has been a noise of denial 
and protest: much was to be resisted, much was 
to be got rid of by those who were reared in the 
old, before they could begin to affirm and 
construct. Many a reformer perishes in his 
removal of rubbish,—and ^at makes the 
offenstveness of the class. They are partial; 
they are not equal to the work they pretend. 

They lose their way; in the assault on the 
kingdom of darkness, they expend all their 
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Narrow energy on some accidental evil, and lose their 
°reforai«s *anity and power of benefit It is of little 
moment that one or two, or twenty errors of 


our social system be corrected, but of much that 


the man be in his senses. 


The criticism and attack on institutions which 


we have witnessed, has made one thing ^ain, 
that society gains nothing whilst a man, not 
himself renovated, attempts^ to renovate things 
around him: he has become tediously good in 
some particular, but negligent or narrow in the 
rest; and hyjwcrisy and vanity are often the 
disgusting result. ^ 

It is handsomer to remain in the establishment 


better than the establishment, and conduct that 
in the best manner, than to make a sally against 
evil by some single improvement, without sup¬ 
porting it by a total regeneration. Do not be 
so vain of your one objection. Do you think 
there is only one?^ Alas!^ my good friend, 
there is no part of society or of life better than 
any other part. All our "^ings are right and 
wrong together. The wave of evil washes all 
our institutions alike. Do you complain of our 
m Marriage P Our marruge is no worse |lian our 
education, our diet, our trade, our social customs. 
Do you complain of the laws of Property ? It 
is a pedantry to give such im])ortance to them. 
Can we not play the game of life with these 
counters, as well,as with those; in the institu¬ 
tion of property, as well as out of it. Let into 
It the new and renewing principle of love, and 
property will be universality. No one gives the 
impression of superiority to the institution, which 
he must give who will reform it. It makes no 
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diifereiKie what you say: you must make me and thair 
feel that you are aloof from it; by your natural 
and supernatural advantages, do easily see tu the 
end of it,—do see how man can do without it. 

Now all men are on one side. No man deserves 
to be heard against property. Only Love, only 
an 1 jeal, is against property, as we hold it. 

1 cannot afford to be irritable and captious, 
nor to waste all my time in attacks. If I should 
go out of church vAenever I hear a false senti¬ 
ment, 1 could never stay there five minutes. 

But why come out ? the street is as false as the 
church, and when 1 get to niy house, or to my 
manners, or to my speech, I have not got away 
from the lie. When we sec an eager assailant 
of one of these wrongs, a special reformer, we 
feel like asking hin^ What right have you, sir, 
to your one virtue ? Is virtue piecemeal ? This 
is a jewel amidst the rags of a beggar. 

In another way the right will be vindicated. 

In the midk of abhses, io*the heart of cities, in 
the aisles of false churches, alike in one place and 
in another,—wherever, namely, a just and heroic 
soul finds itself, tliere it will do what is next at 
hand, and by the new quality of character it ^ 
shall puf forth, it shall abrogate that old condi¬ 
tion, law or school in which it stands, before the 
law of its own mind. 

If partiality was one fault of the movement 
party, the other defect was their reliance on 
Association. Doubts, such at those I have 
intimatedi drove many good persons to agitate 
the questions of social reform. But the revolt 
against the spirit of commerce, the spirit of 
aristocracy, and the inveterate abuses of cities, 
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No society did not appear possible to individuals ; and to do 
l>attle against numbers, they armed themselves 
with numbers, and against concert they relied on 
new concert. 

Following, or advancing beyond the ideas of 
St Simon, of Fourier, and of Owen, three 
communities have already been fbrme^ in 
Massachusetts on kindred plans, and many more 
in the country at large. They aim to give every 
member a share in the manual labour, to give an 
equal reward to labour and to talent, and to unite 
a liberal culture with an education to labour. 
The scheme offers, by the cconpmies of associated 
labour and expense, to make every member rich, 
on the same amount of property, that, in separate 
families, would leave every member poor. These 
new associations are compose|i of men and women 
of superior talents and sentiments: yet it may 
easily be questioned, whether such a community 
will draw, except in its beginnings, the able and 
the good ; whether those who have energy, will 
not prefer their chance of superiority and power 
in the world, to the humble certainties of the 
association ; whether such a retreat does not 
4 promise to become an ijylum to those who have 
tried and failed, rather than a held to the strong ; 
and whether the members will not necessarily be 
fractions of men, because each finds that he can¬ 
not enter it without some compromise. Friend¬ 
ship and associa'^ion are very fine things, and a 
grand phalanx of the best of the human race, 
banded for some catholic object: yes, excellent; 
but remember that no society can ever be so large 
as one man. He in his friendship, in his natural 
and momentary associations, doubles or multiplies 
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himaelf; but in the hour in ^hich he mortgages 
himself to two, or ten, or twenty, he dwarfs 
himself below the stature of one. 

But the men of less faith could not thus 
believe, and to such, concert appears the sole 
specific of strength. I have failed, and you have 
failc^, but perhaps together we shall not fail. 
Our housekeeping is not satisfactory to us, but 
perhaps a phalanx, a community, might be. 
Many of us have differed in opinion, and we 
could find no man who could make the truth 
plain, but possibly a college or an ecclesiastical 
council might. I have not been able either 10 
persuade my brother or to prevail on myself, to 
disuse the traffic or the potation of brandy, but 
|)erhaps a pledge of total abstinence might effec¬ 
tually restrain us. The candidate my party 
votes for is not to t>e trusted with a dollar, but 
he will be honest in the Senate, for we can 
bring public opinion to bear on him. Thus 
concert was the *specificf in all cases. But 
concert is neither better nor worse, neither more 
nor less potent thin individual force. All the 
men in the world cannot make a statue walk and 
speak, cannot make a djpp of blood, or a blade 
of gra(^ any more than one man can. But let 
there be one man, let there be truth in two men, 
in ten men, then is concert for the first time 
possible, because the force which moves the 
world is a new quality, and can never be 
furnished by adding whatevef quantiues of a 
dtfTerent kind. What is the use of the concert 
of the false and the disunited ? There can be 
no concert in two, where there is no concert in 
one. When the individual is not individual^ but 
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Ideal nnioo is dual; when his thougbu look one way, and 
his actions another ; when his faith is traversed 
by his habits; when his will, enlightened by 
reason, is warped by his sense; when with one 
hand he rows, and with the other backs water, 
what concert can be ? 

I do not wonder at the interest these pro^iects 
inspire. The world is waking to the idea of 
union, and these experiments show what it is 
thinking of. It is, and will Ifc, magic. Men will 
live and communicate, and plough, and reap, and 
govern, as by added ethereal power, when once 
they are united ; as in a celebrated experiment, 
by expiration and respiration exactly together, 
four persons lift a heavy man from the ground 
by the little finger only, and without sense of 
weight. But this union must be inward, and not 
one of covenants, and is to oe reached by a re¬ 
verse of the methods they use. The union is 
only perfect, when all the uniters are isolated. 
It is the union of fridods whb live in different 
streets or towns. Each man, if he attempts to 
join himself to others, is on' all sides cramped 
and diminished of his proportion; and the 
stricter the union, the smjaller and the more pitiful 
'he is. But leave him alone, to recoghize in 
every hour and place the secret soul, he will 
go up and down doing the works of a true 
member, and, to the astonishment of all, the 
work will be done with concert, though no man 
spoke. Government will be adamantine with¬ 
out any governor. The union must be ideal in 
actual individualism. 

I pass to the indication in some particulars of 
that faith in man, which the heart is preaching 
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to us in these days, and which engages the more w«ot of 
regard^ from the consideration, that the specula- 
tions of one generation are the history of the 
next following* 

In alluding just now to our system of educa* 
tioD, I spoke of the dead ness of its details. But 
it i^open to graTer criticism than the palsjy of 
its members: it is a system of despair. The 
disease with which the human mind now labours, 
is want of faith. Men do not believe in a power 
of education. We do not think we can speak 
to divine sentiments in man, and we do not try. 

We renounce ail high aims. We believe that 
the defects A s2 many perverse and so many 
frivolous people, who make up society, are organic, 
and society is a hospital of incurables. A man 
of good sense bu^ of little faith, whose com¬ 
passion seemed to lead him to church as often 
as he went there, said to me, ** that he liked to 
have concerts, and fairs, and churches, and other 
public amusement^ go onl?’* I am afraid the 
remark is too honest, and comes from the same 
origin as the maitim of the tyrant, ** If you 
would rule the world quietly, you must keep 
it amused.*’ I notice yx), that the ground on 
which eminent public servants urge the claims of* 
popular education is fear: **This country is 
Blling up with thousands and niillions of voters, 
and you must educate them to keep them from 
our throats.” We do not believe that any 
education, an^ system of philosophy, any influence 
of genius, will ever give depth of insight to a 
superficial mind. Having settled ourselves into 
this infidelity, our skill is expended to procure 
alleviations, diversion, opiates. We adorn the 
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Culture victim with manual skill, his tongue with 
happiness languages, his body with inoffensive and comely 
manners. So have we cunningly hid the tragedy 
of limitation and inner death, which we cannot 
avert. Is it strange that society should be de¬ 
voured by a secret melancholy, which breaks 
through ail its smiles, and all its gaiety jind 
games ? 

But even one step farther our infidelity has 
gone. It appears that son^ doubt is felt by 
good and wise men, whether really the happiness 
and probity of men is increased by the culture 
of the mind in those disciplines to which we 
give the name of education. Unhappily, too, 
the doubt comes from scholars, from persons 
who have tried these methods. In their ex¬ 
perience, the scholar was not raised by the 
sacred thoughts amongst which he dwelt, but 
used them to selfish ends. He was a profane 
person, and became a showman, turning his 
gifts to a marketable '^use, and not to his own 
sustenance and growth. It was found that the 
intellect could be independently developed, that 
is, in separation from the man, as any single 
organ can be invigorated, and the result was 
^monstrous. A canine appetite for knofivledge 
was generated, which must still be fed, but was 
never satisfied, and this knowledge not being 
directed on action, never took the character of 
substantia], humane truth, blessing those whom 
it entered. It gave the scholar certain powers 
of expression, the power of speech, the power 
of poetry, of literary art, but it did not bring 
him to peace, or to beneficence. 

When the literary class betray a destitution of 
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faith, it 18 not strange that society should be dis¬ 
heartened and sensualized by unbelief. What 
remedy ? Life must be lived on a higher plane. 
We must go up to a higher platform, to which 
we are always invited to ascend ; there, the 
whole aspect of things changes. I resist the 
scepticism of our education, and of our educated 
men. 1 do not believe that the differences of 
opinion and character in men are organic. 1 
do not recognize, Reside the class of the good 
and the wise, a permanent class of sceptics, or 
a class of conservatives, or of malignants, or of 
materialists. 1 ^o not believe in two classes. 
You rememter the story of the poor woman 
who importuned King Philip of Macedon to 
grant her justice, which Philip refused: 'Vhe 
woman exclaime^, ** I appeal: the king, 
astonished, asked to whom she appealed: the 
woman replied, **from Philip drunk to Philip 
sober." The text will suit me very well. I 
believe not in tWb classAi of men, but in man 
in two moods, in Philip drunk and PJiilip sober. 
I think, according*to the good-hearted word of 
Plato, ** Unwillingly the soul is deprived of 
truth." Iron conservs^ve, miser, or thief, no^ 
man is^ but by a supposed necessiw, which he 
tolerates by shortness or torpidity of sight. The 
soul Jets no mao go without some visitations and 
holy-days of a £viner presence. It would be 
easy to show, by a narrow scanning of any man's 
biography, that we are not io wedded to our 
paltry performances of every kind, but that every 
man hat at intervals the grace to scorn his 
performances, io comparing them with his belief 
of what he should do, that be puts himself on 


Prom 

Philip 

drunE 

Philip 

sobor 



204 new ENGLAND REFORMERS 

A 

ThA the side of his enemies, Listening gladly to what 

work “y accusing himself of the 

same things. 

What is it men love in Genius, but its infinite 
hope, which degrades all it has done ? Genius 
counts all its miracles poor and short. Its own 
idea it never executed. The Iliad, the Handet, 
the Doric column, the Roman arch, the Gotliic 
minster, the German anthem, when they are 
ended, the master casts behind him. How 
sinks the song in the waves of melody which 
the universe pours over his soul ? Before that 
gracious Infinite, out of which he drew these 
few strokes, how mean they iSok,* though the 
praises of the world attend them. From the 
triufhphs of his art, he turns with desire to 
this greater defeat. Let thos^ admire who will. 
With silent joy he secs himself to be capable 
of a beauty that eclipses all which his hands 
have done, all which human hands have ever 
done. • • 

We arc all the children oft^cnius, the children 
of virtue,—and feel their inspiraUons in our happier 
hours. Is not every man sometimes a radical in 
politics ? Men are con^rvatives when they are 
least vigorous, or when they are most luxurious. 
They are conservatives after dinner, or before 
taking their rest; when they are sick, or aged: 
in the morning, or when their intellect or their 
conscience have been aroused, when they hear 
music, or when ^hey read poetry, th^ are 
radicals. In the circle of the rankest Tories 
that could be collected in England, Old or 
New, let a powerful and stimulating intellect, a 
man of great heart and mind, act on them, and 
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very quickly thete frozen con«enraton will yield We craw 
to the friendly influence, these hopeless will begin reaSI^ ^ 
to hope, these haters will begin to love, these 
immovable statues will begin to spin and revolve. 

1 cannot help recalling the fine anecdote which 
Warton relates of Bishop Berkeley, when he 
wa^preparing to leave England, with his plan of 
planting the gospel among the American savages. 

** Lord Bathurst told me, that the members of 
the Scriblcrus clu^ being met at his house at 
dinner, they agreed to rally Berkeley, who was 
also his guest, on his scheme at Bermudas. 

Berkeley, having listened to the many lively 
things they had to say, begged to be heard in 
his turn, and displayed his plan with such an 
astonishing and animating force of eloquence and 
enthusiasm, that tjiey were struck dumb, and, 
after some pause, rose up all together with 
earnestness, exclaiming, * Let us set out with 
him immediately.* *’ Men in all ways are better 
than they seem. * They like flattery for the 
moment, but they kAow the truth for their own. 

It is a foolish cowardice which keeps us from 
trusting them, and speaking to them rude truth. 

They resent your honesty for an instant, they will^ 
thank you for it always. What is it we heartily 
wish of each other? Is it to be pleased and 
flattered ? No, but to be convicted and exposed, 
to be shamed out of our nonsense of all kinds, 
and made mrn of, instead of ghoM and phantoms. 

We are weary of gliding ghottlike through the 
world, which is itself so slight and unreal. We 
crave a sense of reality, though it come in strokes 
of pain. I explain 8o,~*<by this manlike love of 
truth,—those excesses and errors into which 
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Maa'i soula of great vigour, but not equal innight, often 
They feel the poverty at the bottom of ail 
the seeming affluence of the world. They know 
the speed with which they come straight through 
the thin masquerade, and conceive a disgust at 
the indigence of nature: Rousseau, Mirabeau, 
Charles Fox, Napoleon, Byron,—and I cruld 
easily add names nearer home, of raging riders, 
who drive their steeds so hard, in the violence 
of living to forget its illusion^' they would know 
the worst, and tread the Doors of hell. The 
heroes of ancient and modern fame, Cimon, 
Themistocies, Alcibiades, A|j?xapder, Cssar, 
have treated life and fortune as a game to be 
well and skilfully played, but the stake not to be 
so valued, but that any time, it could be held as 
a trifle light as air, and throw^n up. Cssar, just 
before the battle of Pharsalia, discourses with 
the Egyptian priest, concerning the fountains 
of the Nile, and oD'ers to quit the army, the 
empire, and Clcopatr^ if he will show him 
those mysterious sources. * 

The same magnanimity shows itself in our 
social relations, in the preference, namely, which 
^each man gives to the ^ciety of superiors over 
that of his equals. All that a man has, will he 
give for right relations with his mates. All that 
he has, will he give for an erect demeanour in 
every company and on each occasion. He aims 
at such things as his neighbours prize, and gives 
his days and night^ his talents and his heart, to 
strike a good stroke, to acquit himself in all men's 
sight as a man. The consideration of an eminent 
citizen, of a noted merchant, of a man of mark 
in his profession, naval and military honour, a 
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general’s commisnon, a marshal’s baton, a ducal Brave 
coronet, the laurel of poets, and, any how pro- 
cured, the acknowledgment of eminent merit, 
liave this lustre for each candidate, that they 
enable him to walk erect and unshnmed in the 
presence of some persons, before whom he felt 
hin^^elf inferior. Having raised himself to this 
rank,—having established his equality with class 
after class of those with whom he would live 
well, he still find^ceitain others, before whom 
he cannot pdssess himself, because they have 
somewhat fairer, somewhat grander, somewhat 
purer, which o^orts homage of him. Is his 
ambition pure? then, will his laurels and his 
possessions seem worthless: instead of avoiding 
these men who make his fine gold dim, he will 
cast all behind hin^ and seek their society only, 
woo and embrace this his humiliation and morti¬ 
fication, until he shall know why his eye sinks, 
his voice is husky, and his brilliant talents are 
paralyzed in this ])rc8eDc#. He is sure that the 
soul, which gives the li^ to all things, will tell 
none. His constftution will not mislead him. 

If it cannot carry itself as it ought, high and 
unraatchable in the prince of any man,—if^ 
the seCiret oracles, whose whisper makes the 
sweetness and dignity of his life, do here with¬ 
draw and accompany him no longer, it is time 
to undervalue what he has valued, to dispossess 
himself of what he has acquired, and with Caesar 
to take in Ms hand the arm^, the emnire, and 
Cleopatra, and say, ** All these will I relinauish, 
if you will show me the fououdns of the Nile.’^ 

Dear to us are those who love us, the swift 
moments we spend with them are a compensa- 
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The aeiaih tloa for a great deal of misery $ they enlarge 

mao anfihre dearer are those who reject us 

as unworthy, for they add another life j-^they 
build a heaven before us, whereof we had not 
dreamed, and thereby supply to us new powers 
out of the recesses of the spirit, and urge us to 
new and unattempted jjerformances. ,v 

As every man at heart wishes the best and 
not inferior society, wishes to be convicted of 
his error, and to come to hfmself, so he wishes 
that the same healing should nof stop in his 
thought, but should penetrate his will or active 
power. The selfish man suffers more from his 
selfishness, than he from whom that selfishness 
withholds some important benefit. What he 
most wishes is to be lifted to some higher plat¬ 
form, that he may see beyond his present fear 
the transalpine good, so that his fear, his cold¬ 
ness, his custom may be broken up like fragments 
of ice, melted and carried away in the great 
stream of good will. Do ybu ask my aid ? I 
also wish to be a benefactor. 1 wish more to 
be a benefactor and servant, than you wish to be 
served by me; and surely the greatest good 
^fortune that could befall me, is precisely to be 
so moved by you that t should say, “ lake me 
and all mine, and use me and mine freely to your 
ends! ** for, 1 could not say it, otherwise than 
because a great enlargement had conw to my 
heart and mind, which made me superior to my 
fortunes. Here we are paralyzed with fear; 
wc hold on to our little properties, bouse and 
land, of!:ce and money, for the bread which they 
have in our experience yielded us, although we 
confess, that our being does not flow through 
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them. We dedre to be made great* we desire BMiy aaa 
to be touched with that fire which shall com* ^ 
raafid this ice to stream* and make our existence 
a benefit. If, therefore, we start objections to 
your project* O friend of the slave* or friend of 
the poor, or of the race* understand well* that it 
is b^ause we wish to drive you to drive us into 
your measures. We wish to hear ourselves con¬ 
futed. We are haimted with a belief that you 
have a secret* \^hich it would highliest advanta^ 
us to learn, and we would force you to impart 
it to us, though it should bring us to prison, or 
to worse extrynitg. 

Nothing shall warp me from the belief that 
every man is a lover of truth. There is no pure 
lie, no pure malignity in nature. The entertain- 
ment of the proposition of depravity is the last 
profligacy and profanation. There is no scepti¬ 
cism, no atheism but that. Could it be received 
into common belief^ suicide^ would unpeople the 
planet. It has had a name to live in some 
dogmatic theology, but each man's innocence 
and his real liking of his neighbour, have kept it 
a dead letter. 1 remember standing at the polls 
one day^ when the anger |>f the political contest ^ 
gave a certain grimness to the faces of the inde¬ 
pendent electors, and a good man at my side, 
looking on the people, remarked, ** 1 am satisfied 
that the largest part of these men, on either side, 
mean to vote right." I supTOse, considerate 
observers looking at the masses*of men* in their 
blameless, and in their eauivocal actions* will 
assent, that in spite of selnshoess and frivolity, 
the general purpose in the great number of 
persons is fidelity. The reason why any one 
11 o 
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A com- refuses his assent to your opinion, or his aid to 
that^m benevolent design, is in you; he refuses to 
confession accept you as a bringer of truth, because, though 
you think you have it, he feels that you have it 
not. You have not given him the authentic 

If it were worth while to run into the Retails 
of this general doctrine of the latent but ever 
soliciting Spirit, it would be easy to adduce 
niustration in particulars of a naan’s equality to 
the church, of his equality to the state, and of 
his equality to every other mao. It is yet in all 
men^s memory, that a few ye^rs ago, the liberal 
churches complained, that the Calvinistic church 
denied to them the name of Christian. 1 think 
the complaint was confession : a religious church 
would not complain. religious man like 
Behmen, Fox, or Swedenborg, is not irritated 
by wanting the sanction of the church, but the 
church feels the accusation of his presence and 
belief. 

It only needs, that a juSt man should walk in 
our stret'ts, to make it a]>pear how pitiful and 
inartificial a c'ontrivance is our legislation. The 
, man whose part is ^aken, and who does not 
wait for society in anything, has a power which 
society cannot choose but feel. The familiar 
experiment, called the hydrostatic paradox, in 
which a capillary column of water balances the 
ocean, is a symbol of the relation of one man to 
the whole family of men. The wise Dandtni, 
on hearing the lives of Socrates, Pythagoras, 
and Diogenes read, ** judged them to be great 
men every way, excepting, that they were too 
much subjected to the reverence of the laws. 
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which to second and authorize, true virtue must Men ar« 
abate very much of its original vigour.’* 

And as a man is equal to the church, and 
equal to the state, so he is equal to every other 
man. The disparities of power in men are 
superficial; and all frank and searching con- 
vers|tion, in which a man lays himself open 
to his brother, apprizes each of their radical 
unity. When two^rsons sit and converse in a 
thoroughly good understanding, the remark is 
sure to be made, See how we have disputed 
about words 1 Let a clear, apprehensive mind, 
such as every iqpn knows among his friends, 
converse with the most commanding poetic 
genius, 1 think it would appear that there was 
no inequality such as men fancy between them; 
that a perfect undiystanding, a like receiving, a 
like perceiving, abolished differences, and the 
poet would confess, that his creative imagination 
gave him no deep advantage, but only the super¬ 
ficial one, that he could express himself, and the 
other could not; thaf his advantage was a knack, 
which might impose on indolent men, but could 
not impose on lovers of truth; for they know 
the tax of talent, or wh|t a price of greatness 
the politer of expression too often pays. I 
believe it is the conviction of the purest men, 
that the net amount of man and man does not 
much vary. Each is incomparably superior to 
his companion in some faculty. His want of 
skill in other directions, has adSed to his fitness 
for his own work. Each seems to have some 
compensation yielded to him by his infirmity, 
and every hindrance operates as a concentration 
of his force. 
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SometUag These and the iike experiences intimate, that 
oarsolw^^'^ stands in strict connexion with a higher 
fact never yet manifested. There is power over 
and behind us, and we are the channels of its 
communications. We seek to say thus and so, 
and over our head some spirit sits, which contra¬ 
dicts what we say. We would persuade our 
fellow to this or that; another self within our 
eyes dissuades him. That^hich we keep back, 
this reveals. In vain we compose our faces and 
our words; it holds uncontrollable communica¬ 
tion with the enemy, and he answers civilly to 
us, but believes the spirit. We^xqlaim, •* There’s 
a traitor in the house ! ” but at last it appears 
that he is the true man, and I am the traitor. 
This open channel to the highest life is the 
first and last reality, so subtle, so quiet, yet so 
tenacious, that although I have never expressed 
the truth, and although I have never heard the 
expression of it from aqy other, I know that the 
whole truth is here for me. What if I cannot 
answer your questions ? f am not pained that I 
cannot frame a reply to tlie question, What is 
the 0 ))eration wc call Providence? There lies 
the unspoken thing, present, omnipresent. Every 
time we converse, we seek to translate it into 
speech, but whether we hit, or whether we miss, 
we have the fact. Every discourse is an approxi¬ 
mate answer: but it is of small consequence, 
that we do not get it into verbs and nouns, whilst 
it abides for contemplation for ever. 

If the auguries of the prophesying heart shall 
make themselves good in time, the man who shall 
be bom, whose advent men and events prepare 
and foreshow, is one who shall enjoy his con- 
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nexion with a higher life» with the man within Tlt« 
man; shalJ destroy distrust by his trust, shal] 
use his native but forgotten methods, shall not dons 
take counsel of flesh blood, but shall rely on 
the Law alive and beautiful, which works over 
our heads and under our feet. Pitiless, it avails 
itself of our success, when we obey it, and of 
our ruin, when we contravene it. Men are all 
secret believers in it. else, the word justice would 
have no meaning: Aey believe that the best is 
the true; that right is done at last; or chaos 
would come. It rewards actions after their 
nature, and not i^ter the design of the agent. 
“Work,’* it saith to man, “in every hour, paid 
or unpaid, see only that thou work, and thou 
canst not escape the reward : whether thy work 
be fine or coarse, pl|ating corn, or writing epics, 
so only it be honest work, done to thine own 
approbation, it shall earn a reward to the senses 
as well as to the thought: no matter how often 
defeated, you arc bhrn to vTctory. The reward 
of a thing well done ,*18 to have done it.” 

As soon as a man is wonted to look beyond 
surfaces, and to see how this high will prevails 
without an exception or an interval, he settles 
himself'^nto serenity. He can already rely on 
the laws of gravity, that every stone will fail 
where it is due; the good globe is faithful, and 
carries us securely through the celestial spaces, 
anxious or resign^: we need not interfere to 
help it on, and be will learn, ofie day, the mild 
lesson they teach, that our own orbit it all our 
task, and we need not assist the administration 
of the universe. I>o not be so impatient to set 
the town right concerning the unfounded pre- 
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The tmvrlte tensions and the false reputation of certain men 
of standing. They are labouring harder to set 
the town right concerning themseWes, and will 
certainly succeed. Suppress for a few days your 
criticism on the insufRciency of this or that 
teacher or experimenter, and he will have de¬ 
monstrated his insufRciency to all men’s ryes. 
In like manner, let a man fall into the divine 
circuits, and he is enlarged^ Obedience to his 
genius is the only liberating influence. We 
wish to escape from subjection, and a sense 
of inferiority, — and we make self-denying 
ordinances, we drink ^ater, ,,we ,eat grass, we 
refuse the laws, we go to jail : it is all in 
vain only by obedience to his genius; only 
by the freest activity in the way constitutiond 
to him, does an angel seenil to arise before a 
man, and lead him by the hand out of all the 
wards of the prison. 

That which befits us, embosomed in beauty 
and wonder as we* are, is cheerfulness and 
courage, and the endeavour to realize our 
aspirations. The life of roan is the true 
romance, which, when it is valiantly conducted, 
^ will yield the imaginatjon a higher joy than any 
fiction. All around us, what powers are tvrapped 
up under the coarse mattings of custom, and 
all wonder prevented. It is so wonderful to 
our neurologists that a man can see without 
his eyes, that it does not occur to them, that 
it is just as wonderful that he should see with 
them; and that is ever the difference between 
the wise and the unwise: the latter wonders at 
what is unusual, the wise roan wonders at the 
usual. Shall not the heart which has received 
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80 muchy trust the Power by which it lives ^ sad ths 
May it not quit other Jeadiogs, and listen to 
the Soul that has guided it so gently, and 
taught it so much, secure that the future will 
be worthy of the past ? 
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A subtle chain of countless rings 
The next unto the farthest brings; 
The eye reads omens where it goes, 
And speaks all language the rose ; 
And, striving to be man, the worm 
Mounts through all the spires of form. 


INTRODUCTION 


Yesterday (^U R age is retrospective. It builds the sepul- 
and to-day ^hres of the fathers. It writes biographies, 

histories, and criticism. T(te foregoing genera¬ 
tions beheld God and nature face to face; we, 
through their eyes. Why should not we also 
enjoy an original relation to the universe.^ Why 
should not we have *a poetr^ and philosophy of 
insight, and not of tradition, and a religion by 
revelation to us, and not the history of theirs ? 
Embosomed for a season in nature, whose floods 
of life stream around and through us, and invite 
us by the powers they*supply, to action^ropor- 
tion^ to nature, why should we grope among 
the dry bones of the past, or put the living 
generation into masquerade out of its &ded 
wardrobe ? The sun shines to-day also. There 
is more wool and flax in the fields. There are 
new lands, new men, new thoughts. Let us 
demand our own works and laws and worship. 

Undoubtedly we have no questions to ask 
which are unanswerable. We must trust the 
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perfection of the’ creation so far» as to belieTC The 
that whatever curiosity the order of things has 
awakened in our minds, the order of things can 
satisfy. Eveiy man’s condition is a solution in 
hieroglyphic to those inquiries he would put. 

He acts it as life, before he apprehends it as 
tn;^. In like manner, nature is already, in its 
forms and tendencies, describing its own design. 

Let us interrogate the great apparition, that 
shines so peaceful!^ around us. Let us inquire, 
to what end is nature ? 

All science has one aim, namely, to itnd a 
theory of nature. We have theories of races 
and of fun&ions, but scarcely yet a remote 
approach to an idea of creation. We arc now 
80 far from the road to truth, that religious 
teachers dispute ^and hate each other, and 
speculative men are esteemed unsound and 
frivolous. But to a sound judgment, the most 
abstract truth is the most practical. Whenever 
a true theory appe&rs, it will be its own evidence. 

Its test is, that it •will explain all phenomena. 
Now many are thought not only unexplained 
but inexplicable; as language, sleep, madness, 
dreams, beasts, sex* 

^ Philosophically conAdered, the universe is* 
composed of Nature and the Soul. Strictly 
speaking, therefore, all that is separate from 
us, all which Philosophy distinguishes as the 
NOT M£, that is, both nature and art, all other 
men and my own body, muss be ranked under 
this name. Nature. In enumerating the valuea 
of nature and casting up their sum, I shall use 
the word in both senses,—in its common and in 
its philosophical import. In inquiries so general 
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Mao and as our present one, the inaccuracy is not material; 
the Stan confusion of thought need occur. Nature^ 
in the common sense, refers to essences unchanged 
by man ; space, the air, the lirer, the leaf. Art 
is applied to the mixture of his will with the 
same things, as in a house, a canal, a statue, a 
picture. But his operations taken together ,are 
so insignificant, a little chipping, baking, patching, 
and washing, that in an impression so grand as 
that of the world on the hilTnan mind, they do 
not vary the result. 


CHAPTER ' 

To go into solitude, a man needs to retire as 
much from his chamber as frpm society. I am 
not solitary whilst 1 lead and write, though 
nobody is with me. But if a man would be 
alone, let him look at the stars. The rays 
that come from thoke heavenly worlds will 
separate between him and'•what he touches. 
One might think the atmosphere was made 
transparent with this design, to give man, in 
the heavenly bodies, the perpetual presence of 
the sublime. Seen in tAe streets of cidd, how 
great they are! If the stars should appear one 
night in a thousand years, how would men 
believe and adore; and preserve for many 
generations the remembrance of the city of 
God which had< been shown! But every 
night come out these envoys of beauty, and 
light the universe with their admonishing smile. 

The stars awaken a certain reverence, because 
though always present, .they are inaccessible; 
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but aii natural object! make a kindred impre!- 
8ian, when the imnd is open to their influence. 
Nature never wears a mean appearance. Neither 
does the wisest man extort her secret^ and lose 
his curiosity by finding out all her perfection. 
Nature never became a toy to a wise spirit. 
The flowers, the animals, the mountains, re¬ 
flected the wisdom of his best hour, as much 
as they had deliehted the simplicity of his 
childhood. • 

When we speak of nature in this manner, we 
have a distinct but most poetical sense in the 
mind. We^ m^n the integrity of impression 
made by manifold natural objects. It is this 
which distinguishes the stick of timber of the 
wood-cutter, from the tree of the poet. The 
charming landscj^ which 1 saw this morning 
is indubitably made up of some twenty or thirty 
farms. Miller owns this field, Locke that, 
and Manning the woodland beyond. But none 
of them owns *the lafldscape. There is a 
property in the horizon which no man has 
but he whose eye can integrate ail the parts, 
that is, the poet. This is the best part of 
these men’s farms, yet to this their warranty- 
deeds*give no title. * * 

To speak truly, few adult persons can see 
nature. Most persons do not see the sun. At 
least they have a very superficial seeing. The 
sun illuminates only the eye of the man, but 
shines into the eye and the 4 )eart of the child. 
The lover of nature is he whose inward and 
outward senses are still truly adjusted to each 
other; who has retained tte sputt of infancy 
even into the era of manhood. His intercourse 
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" In the with heaven and earth becomes part of his daily 
pMpe^ food. In the presence of nature, a wild delight 

youth ** runs through the mao, in spite of real sorrows. 
Nature says,—^he is my creature, and roaugre 
all his imperfect griefs, he shall be glad with 
me. Not the sun or the summer alone, but 
every hour and season yields its tribute,.of 
delight; for every hour and change corresponds 
to and authorises a different state of the mind, 
from breathless noon to dimmest midnight. 
Nature is a setting that fits equally well a comic 
or a mourning piece. In good health, the air is 
a cordial of incredible virtue. ^Crossing a bare 
common, in snow-puddles, nt twilight, under a 
clouded sky, without having in my thoughts 
any occurrence of special good fortune, I have 
enjoyed a perfect exhilaratiop. I am glad to 
the brink of fear. In the woods, too, a man 
casts off his years, as the snake his slough, and 
at what period soever of life, is always a child. 
In the woods, is perpetual youth. Within 
these plantations of God* a decorum and 
sanctity reign, a perennial festival is dressed, 
and the guest sees not how he should tire of 
them in a thousand years. In the woods, we 
Veturn to reason and faiVh. There I fe^ that 
nothing can befall me in life,—no disgmee, no 
calamity (leaving me my eyes), which nature 
cannot repair. Standing on the bare ground,— 
my head bathed by the blithe air, and upli^d 
into infinite space,*—all mean egotism vanishes. 
1 become a transparent eyeball; I am nothing; 
1 see all: the currents of the Universal Being 
circulate through me $ 1 am part or particle of 
God. The name of the nearest friend sounds 
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then foreign and accidental: to be brothers, to Nature 
be acquaintances,—master or servant, is then a of 
trifle and a disturbance. I am the lover oftbeepirtt 
uncontained and immortal beauty. In the 

wilderness, I find something more dear and 
connate than in streets or villages. In the 
tranquil landscape, and especially in the distant 
line of the horizon, man beholds somewhat as 
beautiful as his own nature. 

The greatest ftlight which the fields and 
woods minister, is the suggestion of an occult 
relation between man and the vegetable. 1 am 
not alone and unacknowledged. They nod to 
me, and I to them. The waving of the boughs 
in the storm is new to me, and old. It takes 
me by surprise, and yet is not unknown. Its 
effect is like that pf a higher thought or a better 
emotion coming over me, when I deemed I was 
thinking justly or doing right. 

Yet it is certain that the ^wer to produce 
this delight does not reside in nature, but in 
man, or in a harmony of both. It is necessary 
to use these pleasures with great temperance. 

For, nature is not always tricked in holiday 
attire, but the same scene which yesterda^^ 
breatlfbd perfume and glittered as for the frolic 
of the nymphs, is overspread with melancholy 
to-day. Nature always wears the colours of 
the spirit. To a man labouring under calamity, 
the heat of his own fire hath sadness in it. 

Then, there is a kind of coiftempt of the land¬ 
scape felt by him who hast just lost by death a 
dear friend. The sky is leu grand as it shots 
down over less worth in the population. 
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CHAPTER II 

A 

COMMODITY 

Whoever considers the final cause of the world, 
will discern a multitude of uses that enter as 
parts into that result* They all admits of 
being thrown into one of the following classes : 
Commodity; Beauty; Language; and Dis¬ 
cipline. ^ 

Under the general name of Commodity, 1 
rank all those advantages which our senses owe 
to nature. This, of course, is a benefit which 
is temporary and mediate, not ultimate, like its 
service to the soul. Yet although low, it is 
perfect in its kind, and is the only use of nature 
which all men apprehend. The misery of man 
appears like childish petulance, when we explore 
the steady and prodigal provision that has been 
made for his support and delight on this green 
ball which floats him through the heavens. 
What angels invented these splendid ornaments, 
these rich conveniences, this ocean of air above, 
this ocean of water beneath, this firmament of 
earth between ? this zodiac of lights, this tent 
'of dropping clouds, thishitriped coat of climates, 
this fourfold year ? Beasts, fire, water, stones, 
and com serve him. The field is at once his 
floor, his work-yard, his play-ground, his garden, 
and his bed. 

More Rerranti wait on man 
Than he’ll take notice of.” 

Nature, in its ministry to roan, is not only the 
material, but is also the process and the result. 
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Al] the parts mcessantly work into each other’s Pram 
hands for the profit of man. The wind sows 
the seed | the sun cYaporates the sea; the wind 
blows the vapour to the fields; the ice, on the 
other side of the planet, condenses rain on this; 
the rain feeds the plant; the plant f^ds the 
anynal; and thus the endless circulations of the 
divine charity nourish man. 

The useful arts are reproductions or new com¬ 
binations by the wH of man, of the same natural 
benefactors. He no longer waits for favouring 
gales, but by means of steam, he realizes the 
fable of ^£oiu8’B bag, and carries the two-and- 
thirty windf in the boiler of his boat. To 
diminish friction, he paves the road with iron 
bars, and, mounting a coach with a ship-load of 
men, animals, and merchandise behind him, he 
darts through the country from town to town, 
like an eagle or a swallow through the air. By 
the aggregate of these aids, how is the face of 
the world ohangtd, froiA the era of Noah to 
that of Napoleon ! • The private poor man hath 
cities, ships, canall, bridges, built for him. He 
goes to the post-office, and the human race run 
on his errands; to the book-shop, and the 
humatf race read and ^ite of ail that happens,* 
for him; to the court-house, and nations repair 
his wrongs. He sets his house upon the road, 
and the human race go forth every morning, 
and shovel cut the snow, and cut a path for 
him. s 

But there is no need of specifying particulars 
in this class of uses. The catalogue is endless, 
and the examples so obvious, that I shall leave 
them to the reader’s reflection, with the general 
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Ught and remark, that this merccDary benefit is one which 
respect to a further good. A man is fed, 
not that he may be fed, but that be may work. 


CHAPTER III 

« 

BEAUTY 

A NOBLER want of man serred by nature, 
namely, the love of Beauty. 

The ancient Greeks called the world xod/to;, 
beauty. Such is the constitution of all things, 
or such the plastic power of the human eye, that 
the primary forms, as the sky, the mountain, 
the tree, the animal, give us a delight in and 
for themselvfj ; a pleasure arising from outline, 
colour, motion, and grouping. ' This seems partly 
owing to the eye itself. The eye is the best of 
artists. By the mutual action of its structure 
and of the laws of light, perspective is produced, 
which integrates every mass iof objects, of what 
character soever, into a well-coloured and shaded 
globe, so that where the particular objects are 
mean and unaffecting, the landscape which they 
'compose is round and'■’symmetrical. And as 
the eye is the best composer, so light is the first 
of painters. There is no object so foul that 
intense light will not make beautiful. And the 
stimulus it affords to the sense, and a sort of 
infinitude which i* hath, like space and time, 
make all matter gay. Even the corpse has its 
own beauty. But besides this general grace 
diffused over nature, almost all the individual 
forms are agreeable to the eye, as is proved by 
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our eodless imitations of some of them, as the 
acorn, the grape, the pine-cone, the wheat-ear, 
the egg, the wings and forms of most birds, the 
Hod’s claw, tlie serpent, the butterfly, sea-shells, 
flames, clouds, buds, leaves, and the forms of 
many trees, as the palm. 

l^or better consideration, we may distribute 
the aspects of Beauty in a threefold manner. 

I. First, the simple perception of natural 
forms is a delight. The influence of the forms 
and actions in nature is so needful to man, that, 
in its lowest functions, it seems to lie on the 
confines of corngnodity and beauty. To the 
body and mind which have been cramped by 
noxious work or company, nature is medicinal 
and restores their tone. The tradesman, the 
attorney, comes ou^ of the din and craft of the 
street, and sees the sky and the woods, and is a 
man again* In their eternal calm, he finds him¬ 
self. The health of the eye seems to demand a 
horizon. We are never tired, so long as we can 
see far enough. * 

But in other hours. Nature satisfies by its 
loveliness, and without any mixture of corporeal 
benefit. 1 see the spectacle of morning from 
the hill^top over against my house, from day¬ 
break to sunrise, with emotions which an angel 
might share. The long slender bars of cloud 
float like fishes in the sea of crimson light. 
From the earth, as a shore, 1 look out into that 
silent sea. 1 seem to partakf# its rapid trans¬ 
formations: the active enchantment reaches my 
dust, and 1 dilate and conspire with the morning 
wind. How does Nature deify us with a few and 
cheap elements! Give me health and a day, and 
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Laadacape 1 will make the pomp of emperors ridiculous. 

The dawn is my Assyria; the sunset and moon- 
rise my Paphos, and unimaginable realms of 
faerie ; broad noon shall be my England of the 
senses and the understanding; the night shall be 
my Germany of mystic philosophy and dreams. 

Not less excellent, except for our less,sus¬ 
ceptibility in the afternoon, was the charm, last 
evening, of a January sunset. The western 
cloudsdivided and subdividetfthemselves into pink 
flakes modulated with tints of unspeakable soft¬ 
ness ; and the air had so much life and sweetness, 
that it was a pain to come witl^in doors. What 
was it that nature would say? Was there no 
meaning in the live repose of die valley behind 
the mill, and which Homer or Shakspeare could 
not re-form for me in words { The leafless trees 
become spires of dame in the sunset, with tlie 
blue east for their background, and the stars of 
the dead calices of flowers, and every withered 
stem and stubble rimed with frost, contribute 
something to the mute musit. 

The inhabitants of cities suppose that the 
country landscape is pleasant only half the year. 

^ 1 please myself with the graces of the winter 
scenery, and believe thal we are as much touched 
by it as by the genial influences of summer. To 
the attentive eye, each moment of the year has 
its own beauty, and in the same field, it beholds, 
every hour, a picture which was never seen before, 
and which shall’ never be seen again. The 
heavens change every moment, and reflect their 
glory or gloom on the plains beneath. The 
state of the crop in the surrounding farms alters 
the expression of the earth from week to week. 
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The succession of native plants in the pastures 
and roadsides, which makes the silent clock by 
which time tells the summer hours, will make 
even the divisions of the day sensible to a keen 
observer. The tribes of birds and insects, like 
the plants punctual to their time, follow each 
othar, and the year has room for all. By water¬ 
courses, the variety is greater. In July, the blue 
pontederia or picke|^l-weed blooms in large beds 
in the shallow parts of our pleasant river, and 
swarms with yellow butterflies in continual 
motion. Art cannot rival this pomp of purple 
and gold. l^de«d, the river is a perpetual gala, 
and boasts each month a new ornament. 

But this Beauty of Nature which is seen and 
felt as beauty, is the least part. The shows of 
day, the dewy moming, the rainbow, mountains, 
orchards in blossom, stars, moonlight, shadows 
to still water, and the like, if too eagerly hunted, 
become shows m^ely, ai^ mock us with their 
unreality. Go out of the house to see the 
moon, and *tis met^* tinsel; it will not please as 
when its light shines upon your necessary journey. 
The beauty that shimmers in the yellow after¬ 
noons pf October,—wlm ever could clutch it? 
Go forth to find it, and it is gone; ’tis only a 
mirage as you look from the windows of diligence. 

2 . The presence of a higher, namely, of the 
^irttoal element is essential to its perfection. 
The high and divine beauty which can be loved 
without effeminacy, is that xlhich is found in 
combination with the human will. Beauty is 
the mark God sets upon virtue. Every natural 
action is graceful. Every heroic act is also 
decent, and causes the place and the bystanders 
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Great to shine. We are taught by great actions that 
beautif^ the universe is the property of every individual 
scenes in it. Every rational creature has all nature 
for his dowry and estate. It is his, if he will. 
He may divest himself of it; he may creep 
into a corner, and abdicate his kingdom, as most 
men do, but he is entitled to the world by* his 
constitution. In proportion to the energy of 
his thought and will, he ^kes up the world 
into himself. ** All those 'things for which 
men plough, build, or sail, obey virtue,” said 
Sallust. ** The winds and waves,” said Gibbon, 
“ are always on the side of the ablesj navigators.” 
So are the sun and moon and all the stars of 
heaven. When a noble act is done,—perchance 
in a scene of great natural beauty; when 
Leonidas and his three hun^ired martyrs con¬ 
sume one day in dying, and the sun and moon 
come each and look at them once in the steep 
defile of Thermopylae; when Arnold Winkel- 
ried, in the high Allps, under the shadow of 
the avalanche, gathers in his side a sheaf of 
Austiian spears to break the line for his com¬ 
rades ; are not these heroes entitled to add the 
, beauty of the scene to t^e beauty of the^ deed ? 
When the bark of Columbus nears the shore 
of America;—before it^ the beach lined with 
savages, fieeing out of all their huts of cane; 
the sea behind; and the purple mountains of 
the Indian Archipelago around, can we separate 
the man from the living picture? Does not 
the New World clothe his form with her palm- 
droves and savannahs as fit drapery? Ever 
does natural beauty steal in like air, and envelop 
great great actions. When Sir Harry Vane 
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was dragged up the Tower Hili» sitting on a Beauty and 
sled to suffer death, as the champion of the 
English laws, one of the multitude cried out to 
him, “ You never sat on so glorious a seat/' 

Charles II., to intimidate the citizens of London, 
caused the patriot Lord Russell to be drawn in 
an ^pen coach, through the principal streets 
of the city, on his way to the scaffold. ** But,” 
his biographer say^ ^<the multitude imagined 
they saw liberty ana virtue sitting by his side.” 

In private places, among sordid objects, an act 
of truth or heroism seems at once to draw to 
itself the sky as i^s temple, the sun as its candle. 

Nature streteneth out her arms to embrace man, 
only let his thoughts be of equal greatness. 

Willingly does she follow his steps with the 
rose and the vio^t, and bend her lines of 
grandeur and grace to the decoration of her 
darling child. Only let his thoughts be of 
equal scope, and the frame will suit the picture. 

A virtuous man is in unison with her works, 
and makes the cehtral figure of the visible 
sphere. Homer, Y’indar, Socrates, Phocion, 
associate themselves htly in our memory with 
the geography and clii||ate of Greece. The , 
visible Keavens and eartn sympathize with Jesus. 

And in common life, whoever has seen a person 
of powerful character and happy genius will 
have remarked how easily he took all things 
along with Sim,—the persons, the opinions, 
and the day, and nature beci^e ancillary to a 
man. 

3 . There is still another aspect under which 
the beauty of the world may be viewed, namely, 
as it becomes an object of the intellect. Beside 
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Taste the relation of things to virtue, they have a 
relation to thought. The intellect searches 
out the absolute order of things as they stand 
in the mind of God, and without the colours 
of affection. The intellectual and the active 
powers seem to succeed each other, and the 
exclusive activity of the one generates the ,ex- 
clusive activity of the other. There is some¬ 
thing unfriendly in each to the other, but they 
are like the alternate periods of feeding and 
working in animals; each pr^ares and will 
be followed by the other. Therefore does 
beauty, which, in relation tq, actions, as wc 
have seen, comes unsought, and comes because 
it is unsought, remain for the apprehension ami 
pursuit of the intellect; and then again, in its 
turn, of the active power.^ Nothing divine 
dies. All good is eternally reproductive. The 
beauty of nature reforms itself in the mind, 
and not for biuren contemplation, but for new# 

. C * i 

creation. 

All men are in sonic degree impressed by 
the face of the world; some men even to 
delight. The love of beauty is Taste. Others 
. have the same love in such excess, that, not 
content with admiring, they seek to bmbody 
it in new forms. The creation of beauty is 
Art. 

The production of a work of art throws a 
light upon the mystery of humanity. A work 
of art is an abstVact or epitome of the world. 
It is the result or expression of nature, in 
miniature. For, although the works of nature 
are innumerable and alt different, the result 
or the expression of them ail is similar and 
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single. Nature is a sea of forms ^radically Truth, 
alike and even unique. A leaf, a sunbeam, a 
landscape, the ocean, make an analogous im¬ 
pression on the mind. What is common to 
them all,— that perfectness and harmony, is 
beauty. The standard of beauty is the entire 
circuit of natural forms,—the totality of nature ; 
which the Italians expressed by defining bcjuty 
**il piu nell uno.” Nothing is quite beautiful 
alone; nothing bi# is beautiful in the whole. 

A single object is only so far beautiful as it 
suggests this universal grace. The poet, the 
painter, the sculptor, the musician, the architect, 
seek each to concentrate this radiance of the 
world on one point, and each in his several woik 
to satisfy the love of beauty which stimulates him 
to produce. Thusjs Art, a nature passed through 
the alembic of man. Thus in art, docs nature 
work through the will of a man filled with the 
beauty of her first works. 

The world thu% exists*to the soul to satisfy 
the desire of beauliy. This element 1 call an 
ultimate end. Ncf reason can be asked or given 
why the soul seeks beauty. Beauty, in its 
largest and profoundcst sense, is one expression 
for thf universe. Goef is the all-fair. Truth 
and goodness and beauty are but different faces 
of the same All. But beauty in nature is not 
ultimate. , It is the herald of inward and internal 
beauty, and ij not alone a solid and satisfactory 
good. It must stand as a part, and not as yet 
last or highest expression of the final cause 
of Nature. 
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CHAPTER IV 

LANGUAGE 

Word! Language is a third use which Nature subserves 
mei^g Nature is the vehicle of thought, ^nd 

in a simple, double, and threefold degree. 

1. words are signs of natural facts. 

2. Particular natural fa#^ are symbols of 
paniculai spiritual facts. 

3. Nature is the symbol of spirit. 

1. Words are signs of natural facts* The 
use of natural history is to* giVe us aid in 
supernatural history: the use of the outer 
creation, to give us language for the beings 
and changes of the inward creation. Every 
word which is used to express a moral or 
intellectual fact, if traced to its root, is found 
to be borrowed from some material appearance. 
Right means straight*^ •wrong means iwUietU 
Spirit primarily means wind; transgression^ the 
crossing of a line ; supercilious^ the raising of the 
eyebro'iv. We suy the heart to express emotion, 
the head to denote tliought; and thought and 

'emotion are words borrowed from sensible things, 
and DOW appiopriated to spiritual nature. Most 
of the process by which this transformation is 
made is hidden from us in the remote time when 
language was framed; but the same tendency 
may be daily obs^^rved in children. Children 
and savages use only nouns or names of things, 
which they convert into verbs, and apply to 
analogous mental acts. 

2. But this ongin of all words that convey 
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a spiritual import—so conspicuous a fact in the Things 
history of language—is our least debt to nature. emUem- 
It is not words only that are emblematic; it is sticaliy 
things which are emblematic. Every natural 
fact is a symbol of some spiritual fact. Every 
appearance in nature corresponds to some state 
of (he mind| and that state of the mind can 
only be described by presenting that natural 
appearance as its picture. An enraged man 
is a lion, a cunning man is a fox, a firm man 
is a rock, a learned man is a torch. A lamb 
is innocence; a snake is subtle spite; flowers 
express to us t];ie delicate aflections. Light 
and darkness are our familiar expression for 
knowledge and ignorance ; and heat for love. 

Visible distance behind and before us is re¬ 
spectively our imagp of memory and hope. 

Who looks upon a river in a meditative hour, 
and is not reminded of the flux of all things ? 

Throw a stone into the stream, and the circles 
that propagate themselves Sre the beautiful type 
of all influence. is conscious of a universal 

soul within or behind his individual life, wherein, 
as in a firmament, the natures of Justice, Truth, 

Love, Freedom, arise and shine. This uni- ^ 
versal ^ui, he calls ReAon: it is not mine or 
thine, or his, but we arc its; we are its property 
and men. And the blue sky in which the 
private earth is buried, the sky with its eternal 
calm, and full of everlasting orbs, is the type of 
Reason. That which, intclledluaily considered, 
we call Reason, considered in relation to nature, 
we call Spirit. Spirit is the Creator. Spirit hath 
life in itself. And nnan in all ages and countries 
embodies it in his language, as the Father. 
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Man as an It is easily seen that there is nothing lucky 
analoffist capricious in these analogic8» but that they 
are constant, and pervade nature. These are 
not the dreams of a few poets, here and there, 
but roan is an analogist, and studies relations 
in all objects. He is placed in the centre of 
beings, and a ray of relation passes from fjvery 
other being to him. And neither can man be 
understood without these objects, nor these 
objects without man. Alf*'the facts in natural 
history taken by themselves have no value, but 
are barren like a single sex. But marry it to 
human history, and it is full of life. Whole 
Floras, all Linnaeus’s and Buifon’s volumes, 
are dry catalogues of facts; but the most trivial 
of these facts, the habit of a plant, the organs, 
or work, or noise of an insect, applied to the 
illustration of a fact in intellectual philosophy, 
or. in any way, associated to human nature, 
aifects us in the most lively and agreeable 
manner. The seed tff a plaift,—to what affect¬ 
ing analogies in the nature* of man is that little 
fruit made use of, in all discourse, up to the 
voice of Paul, who calls the human corpse a 
seed,—It is sown a natural body ; it is raised 
a spiritual body.” motion of tHb earth 

round its axis, and round the sun, makes the 
day, and the year. These are certain amounts 
of brute light and heat But is there no intent 
of an analogy between man’s life and the 
seasons ? And dp the seasons gain no grandeur 
or pathos from that analogy? The instincts 
of the ant are very unimportant, considered as 
the ant’s; but the moment a ray of relation is 
seen to extend from it to man, and the little 
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drudge is seen to be a monitor, a little body Corniptleo 
with a mighty heart, then all its habits, even 
that said to be recently observed, that it never 
sleeps, becomes sublime. 

Because of this radical correspondence between 
visible things and human thoughts, savages, who 
hav^ only what is necessary, converse in figures. 

As we go back in history, language becomes 
more picturesque, until its infancy, when it is 
all poetry; or all sjRritual Facts are represented 
by natural symbols. The same symbols are found 
to make the original elements of all languages. 

It has moreover J>een observed, that the idioms 
of all languages approach each other in passages 
of the greatest eloquence and power. And ns 
this is the first language, so is it the last. This 
immediate dependqpce of language upon nature, 
tills conversion of an outward phenomenon into a 
type of somewhat in human life, never loses 
its power to affect us. It is this which gives 
that piquancy to Che confersation of a strong- 
natured farmer or* backwoodsman, which all 
men relish. 

A man’s power to connect his thought with 
its proper symbol, and so to utter it, depends on ^ 
the simplicity of his chtracter, that is, upon his 
love of truth, and his desire to communicate it 
without loss. The corruption of man is followed 
by the corruption of language. When simplicity 
of character and the sovereignty of ideas is 
broken up by the prevalence oftsecondary desires, 
the desire of riches, of pleasure, of power, and 
of praise,—and duplicity and falsehood take 
place of simplicity and truth, the power over 
nature as an interpreter of the will is in a degree 
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Spon- lost; new imagery ceases to be created, and old 
icMge^ words are perirerted to stand for things which 
are not; a paper currency is employed, when 
there is no bullion in the vaults. In due time, 
the fraud is manifest, and words lose all power 
to stimulate the understanding or the affections. 
Hundreds of writers may be found in crery 
long-civilized nation, who for a short time 
believe, and make others believe, that they see 
and utter truths, who dcT’ not of themselves 
clothe one thought in its natural garment, but 
who feed unconsciously on the language created 
by the primary writers of the country, those, 
namely, who hold primarily on nature. 

But wise men pierce this rotten diction and 
fasten words again to visible things; so that 
picturesque language is at oQce a commanding 
certificate that he who employs it is a man in 
alliance with truth and God. The moment our 
discourse rises above the ground line of familiar 
facts, and is inflamed with passion or exalted by 
thought, it clothes itself ib images. A man 
conversing in earnest, if he w.itch his intellectual 
processes, will find that a material image, more or 
less luminous, arises in his mind, contem¬ 
poraneous with every thought, which furnishes 
the vestment of the thought. Hence, good 
writing and brilliant discourse are perpetual 
allegories. This imagery is spontaneous. It is 
the blending of experience with the present 
action of the min 1 . It is proper creation. It 
is the working of the Original Cause through 
the instruments he has already made. 

These facts may suggest the advantage which 
the country-life possesses for a powerful mind, 
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over the artificial and curtailed life of cities. We The 
know more from nature than we can at will 
communicate. Its light flows into the mind 
evermore, and we forget its presence. The 
poet, the orator, bred in the woods, whose 
senses have been nourished by their fair and 
appeasing changes, year after year, without 
design and without heed,—shall not lose their 
lesson altogether, in the roar of cities or the broil 
of politics. Long hereafter, amidst agitation 
and terror in national councils,—in the hour ol 
revolution,—these solid images shall reappear in 
their mornin^lusy’c, as fit symbols and words of 
the thoughts which the passing events shall 
awaken. At the call of a noble sentiment, 
again the woods wave, the pines murmur, the 
river rolls and shij^es, and the cattle low upon 
the mountains, as he saw and heard them in his 
infancy. And with these forms, the spells of 
persuasion, the keys of power, are put into his 
hands. * • 

3. We are thus assisted by natural objects in 
the expression of paVticular meanings. But how 
great a language to convey such peppercorn 
informations! Did it need such noble races of 
creaturts, this profudoi# of forms, this host of * 
orbs in heaven, to furnish man with the 
dictionary and grammar of his municipal speech ? 
Whilst we uiie this grand cipher to expedite 
the affairs of our pot and kettle, we feel that we 
have not yet put it to its usf, neither are able* 

We are like travellers using the cinders of a 
volcano to roast their eggs. Whilst we see that 
it always stands ready to clothe what we would 
say, we cannot avoid the question, whether the 
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Proverbs characters are not significant of themselves. 
Have mountains, and waves, and skies, no 
significance but what we consciously give them, 
when we employ them as emblems of our 
thoughts ? The word is emblematic. Parts of 
s()eech arc metaphors, because the whole of 
nature is a metaphor of the human mind. "J^he 
laws of moral nature answer to those of matter 
ns face to face in a glass. The visible world 
and the relation of its partff is the dial-plate of 
the invisible.’’ The axioms of physics translate 
the laws of ethics. Thus, “ the whole is greater 
than its part ” ; “reaction is equal to action ” ; 
“the smallest weight may be made to lift the 
greatest, the difference of weight being com¬ 
pensated by time ” ; and many the like proposi¬ 
tions, which have an ethical^ as well as physical 
sense. These propositions have a much more 
extensive and universal sense when applied to 
human life, than when confined to technical use. 

In like manner, the mehiorable words of 
history, and the j^roverbs of nations, consist 
usually of a natural fact, selected as a picture 
or parable of a moral truth. Thus: A rolling 
stone gathers no moss; A bird in the hand is 
worth two in the bush^; A cripple in tUe right 
way will beat a racer in the wrong; Make hay 
while the sun shines; 'Tis hard to carry a full 
cup even; Vinegar is the son of wine; The 
’ last ounce broke the camel’s back; Long-lived 
trees make roots (.first; and the like. In their 
primary sense these are trivial facts, but we 
repeat them for the value of their analogical 
import. What is true of proverbs is true of all 
fables, parables, and allegories. 
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This relation between the mind and matter Tb» 
is not fancied by some poet, but stands in the 
wiJi of God, and so is nee to be known by all 
men. It appears to men, or it does not appear. 
When in fortunate hours we ponder this miracle, 
the wise man doubts, if, at all other times, he is 
not ^lind and deaf; 

** Can these things be, 

And overcome us like a summer's cloud, 

Without our sp^al wonder? *’ 

for the universe becomes transparent, and the 
light of higher laws than its own shines through 
it. It is the standing problem which has ex¬ 
ercised the \^onder and the study of every fine 
genius since the world began; from the era 
of the Egyptians and the Brahmins, to that of 
Pythagoras, of Plato, of Bacon, of Leibnitz, 
oi Swedenborg. *There sits the Sphinx at 
the roadside, and from age to age, as each 
prophet comes by, he tries kis fortune at reading 
her riddle. There seems*to be a necessity in 
spirit to manifest itself in material forms; and 
day and night, rivef and storm, beast and bird, 
acid and alkali, pre-exist in necessary Ideas in 
the mind of G^, and are what they are by 
virtue ftf preceding affeitions, in the world of * 
roirit, A Fact is the end or last issue of spirit. 

The visible creation is the terminus or the cir¬ 
cumference of the invisible world. ** Material 
objects,” said a French philosopher, **are 
necessarily kinds of 4 Cf)ri£ the substantial 
thoughts of the Creator, which must always 
preserve an exact relation to their first origin; 
in other words, visible nature must have a 
spiritual and moral side.” 
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The This doctrine is abstruse, and though the 
images of “garment,” “scoriae,” “mirror,” 
etc., may stimulate the fancy, we must summon 
the aid of subtler and more vital expositors to 
make it plain. “ Every scripture is to be in¬ 
terpreted by the same spirit which gave it forth,” 
is the fundamental law of criticism. A life in 
harmony with nature, the love of truth and of 
virtue, will purge the eyes to understand her 
text. By degrees we if.ay come to know 
the primitive sense of the permanent objects ot 
nature, so that the world shall be to us an open 
book, and every form significant of its hidden 
life and final cause. 

A new interest surprises us, whilst, under the 
view now suggested, we contemplate the fear¬ 
ful extent and multitude of objects; since 
“every object rightly seen unlocks a new 
faculty of the soul.” That which was un¬ 
conscious truth becomes, when interpreted and 
defined in an object,** a part‘of the domain of 
knowledge,—a new weapon in the magazine of 
power. 


CHAP,TER V 

DISCIPLINE 

In view of the significance of nature, we arrive 
at once at a new fact, that nature is a discipline. 
This use of the .world includes the preceding 
uses, as parts of itself. 

Space, time, society, labour, climate, food, 
locomotion, the animals, the mechanical forces, 
give us sincerest lessons, day by day, whose 
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meaDing is unlimited. They educate both the DiadpItM 
Understanding and Reason. Every property 
of matter is a school for the understanding,—its standina 
solidity or resistance, its inertia, its extension, 
its figure, its divisibility. The understanding 
adds, divides, combines, measures, and finds 
nutrinient and room for its activity in this 
worthy scene. Meantime, Reason transfers all 
these lessons into its own world of thought, by 
perceiving the analdfy that marries Matter and 
Mind. 

I. Nature is a discipline of the understand¬ 
ing in intellecto^ truths. Our dealing with 
sensible objects is a constant exercise in the 
necessary lessons of difference, of likeness, of 
order, of being and seeming, of progressive 
arrangement; of ^ascent from particular to 
general; of combination to one end of manifold 
forces. Proportioned to the importance of the 
organ to be formed, is the extreme care with 
which its tuition is ^rovided^—a care pretermitted 
in no single case, ^hat tedious training, day 
after day, year aftef year, never ending, to form 
the common sense; what continual reproduc¬ 
tion of annoyances, inconveniences, dilemmas ; ^ 
what rdjoicing over us o# little men; what dis¬ 
puting of prices, what reckonings of interest,— 
and all to form |he Hand of the mind ;—to in¬ 
struct us that ** good thoughts are no better than 
good dreams, unless they be executed! 

The same good office i| performed by 
Property and its filial systems of debt and 
credit. Debt, grinding debt, whose iron foce 
the widow, the orphan, and the sons of genius 
fear and hate;—debt, which consumes so much 
11 Q- 
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Natun time, which eo cripplei and disheartent a great 
spirit with cares that seem so base, is a preceptor 
’ whose lessons cannot be forgone, and is ne^d 
most by those who suffer from it most. More¬ 
over, pro{)erty, which has been well compared 
to snow,—**if it fall level to-day, it will be 
blown into drifts to-morrow,”—is the surface 
action of internal machinery, like the index: on 
the face of a clock. Whilst now it is the 
gymnastics of the undersuAfding, it is hiving in 
the foresight of the spirit, experience in pro¬ 
founder laws. 

The whole character and, fortune of the 
individual are affected by the least inequalities 
in the culture of the understanding ; for examplct 
in the perception of differences. Therefore is 
Space, and therefore Time, tjiat man may know 
tliat things are not huddled and lumped, but 
sundered and individual. A bell and a plough 
have each their use, and neither can do the 
office of the other. " Water Is good to drink, 
coal to burn, wool to wear but wool cannot be 
drunk, nor water spun, nor coal eaten. The 
wise man shows his wisdom in separation, in 
gradation, and his scale of creatures and of 
merits is as wide as na/ture. The foolUh have 
no range in their scale, but suppose every mao 
is as every other mao. What ia,not good they 
call the worst, and what is not hateful they call 
the best. 

In like manner, what good heed Nature forms 
in us 1 She pardons no mistakes. Her yea is 
yea, and her nay, nay. 

The first steps in Agriculture, Astronomy, 
Zoology (those first steps which the farmer, the 
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himter^ and the sailor take) teach that Nature’s battomads 
dice are always loaded; that in her heaps and ^ 
rubbish are concealed sure and u^fiil results. 

How calmly and genially the mind ajmrehends 
one afttr another the Taws of physics! What noble 
emotions dilate the mortal as he enters into the 
counsels of the creation, and feels by knowledge 
the pririlege to Be! His insight relines him. 

The beauty of nature shines in his own breast* 

Man is greater thdP he can see this, and the 
universe less, because Time and Space relations 
vanish as laws are known. 

Here again we ^re impressed and even daunted 
by the immense Universe to be explored. “What 
we know, is a point to what we do not know.” 

Open any recent journal of science, and weigh 
the problems augge|ted concerning Light, Heat, 
Electricity, Magnetism, Phy6iology,Geology, and 
judge whether the interest of natural science is 
likely to be soon exhausted. 

Passing by man^ particulars of the discipline 
of nature, we must nbt omit to specify two. 

The exercise of the Will or the lesson of 
power is taught in every event. From the child’s 
successive possession of his several senses up to , 
the hoflr when he saith,**Thy will be done! ” 
he is learning the secret, that he can reduce under 
his will, not only particular events, but great classes, 
nay the whole series of events, and so conform 
all fects to his character. Nature is thoroughly 
mediate. It is made to serves It receives the 
dominion of man as meekly as the ass on which 
the Saviour rode. It offers all iu kingdoms to 
man as the raw material which he may mould 
into what is useful. He is never weary of 
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it tbt Ally working it up. He forges the subtle and 
•f Rdigton, air jn^j and melodious words, 

and gives them wing as angels of persuasion 
and command. One after another, his victorious 
thought comes up with and reduces all things, 
until the world Incomes, at last, only a realized 
will,—the double of the man. 

2. Sensible objects conform to the premoni¬ 
tions of Reason and reBect the conscience. All 
things are moral; and in tlftfir boundless changes 
have an unceasing reference to spiritiuil nature. 
Therefore is nature glorious with form, colour, 
and motion, that every globq in the remotest 
heaven ; every chemical change from the rudest 
crystal up to the laws of life; every change of 
vegetation from the first principle of growth in 
the eye of a leaf, to the topical forest and 
antediluvian coal-mine; every animal function 
from the sponge up to Hercules, shall hint or 
thunder to man the laws of right and wrong, and 
echo the Ten Comirfandments. Therefore is 
nature ever the ally of Religion: lends all her 
)>omp and riches to the religious sentiment. 
Prophet and priest, David, Isaiah, Jesus, have 
drawn deefJy from this source. This ethical 
character so penetrates (he bone and mafrow of 
nature, as to seem the end for which it was 
made. Whatever private purpose is answered 
by any member or part, this is its public and 
universal function, and is never omitted. Nothing 
in nature is exhaurted in its first use. When a 
thing has served an end to the uttermost, it is 
wholly new for the ulterior service. In God, 
every end is converted into a new means. Thus 
the use of commodity, regarded by itself, is mean 
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and squalid. But it is to the mind an education sad a graat 
in the doctrine of Use, namelf, that a thing is (iX’ence 
good only so far as it serves ; that a conspiring 
of parts and efforts to the production of an end, 
is essential to any being. The Hrst and gross 
manifestation of this truth is our inevitable and 
hated training in values and wants, in corn and 
meat. 

It has already been illustrated, that every 
natural process is a ^rsion of a moral sentence. 

The moral Jaw lies at the centre of nature and 
radiates to the circumference. It is the pith and 
marrow of substance, every relation* and 
every process. All things with which we deal 
peach to us. What is a farm but a mute gospel ? 

The chaff and the wheat, weeds and plants, blight, 
rain, insects, sun,—^t is a sacred emblem from the 
iirst furrow of spring to the last stack which the 
snow of winter overtakes in the fields. But tiie 
sailor, the shepher<l, the miner, the merchant, in 
their several resorts, have each an cxjrericncc 
precisely parallel, anS leading to the same con¬ 
clusion : because all organizations are radically 
alike. Nor can it be doubted that this moral 
sentiment which thus scents the air, grows in ^ 
the gram, and imprcgifetes the waters of the 
world, is caught by man and sinks into his soul. 

The moral influence of nature upon every in¬ 
dividual ib that amount of truth which it illustrates 
to him. Who can estimate this? Who can 
guess how much firmness th# sea-beaten rock 
has taught the fisherman ? how much tranquillity 
has been reflected to man from the azure sky, 
over whose unspotted deeps the winds for ever¬ 
more drive flocks of stormy clouds, and leave no 
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in wrinkle or stain ? how much industry and provi- 
^ dence and affection we have caught from the 
pantomime of brutes ? What a searching preacher 
of self-command is the varying phenomenon of 
Health! 

Herein is especially apprehended the unity of 
Nature,—the unity in variety,—which mee^s us 
everywhere. All the endless variety of things 
make an identical impression. Xenophanes com¬ 
plained in his old age, that,^ook where he would, 
all things hastened back to unity : 'he was weary 
of seeing the same entity in the tedious variety 
of forms. The fable of Proteus ^ has a cordial 
truth. A leaf, a drop, a crystal, a moment of 
time, is related to the whole, and partakes of the 
perfection of the whole. Each particle is a 
microcosm, and faithfully renders the likeness of 
the world. 

Not only resemblances exist in things whose 
analogy is obvious, as when we detect the type 
of the human hand in the Hipper of the fossil 
saurus, but also in objects wherein there is 
great superficial unlikeness. Thus architecture is 
called “ frozen music by De Stael and Goethe. 

, Vitruvius thought an architect should be a 
musician. ** A Gothfb Church,** said Cole¬ 
ridge, **is a petrified religion.'* Michael 
Angelo maintained, that, to an architect, a 
knowledge of anatomy is essential. In Haydn’s 

oratorios the notes present to the imagioatton, 
not only modont^ as, of the snake, the sug, «id 
the elephant, but colours also; as the green grass. 
The law of harmonic sounds reappears in the 
harmonic colours. The granite is differenced in 
its laws only by the more or lets of heat, from 
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the rim that wean it away. The rieer, a$ it Wo^awl 
flows, resembles the air that flows over it; the •***■“ 
air resembles the light that traverses it with 
more subtle currents; the light resembles the 
heat which rides with it through Spec. Each 
creature is only a modificatton of the other; the 
likeness in them is more than the diflerence, and 
their radical law is ooe and the same. A rule 
of one art, or a law of one organization, holds 
true throughout iflRure. So intimate is this 
Unity, that, it is easily seen, it lies under the 
undermost garment of nature, and betrays its 
source in Uni^rsal Spirit. For it pervades 
Thought also. Every universal truth which we 
express in words implies or supposes every other 
truth. Omne verum wro comannt. It is like a 
great circle on a sphere, comprising all possible 
circles; which, liowevcr, may be drawn, and 
comprise it in like manner. Every such truth 
is the absolute Ens seen from one side. But it 
has innumerable Sides. * 

The central Uifity is still more conspicuous 
in actions. WoMs are finite organs of the 
infinite mind. They cannot cover the dimen¬ 
sions of what is in truth* They break, chop, 
and iftlpoverish it. All action is the perfectionT 
and publication of thought. A right action 
seems to fill the eye, and to be related to 
all nlture. <*The wise man, in doing one 
thing, does all; or, in the one thing he does 
rightly, lie se^ the likeness of all which is done 
righUy.” 

Words and actions are not the attributes of 
brute nature. They introduce us to the human 
form, of which all other organizations appear to be 
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degradations. When this appears among so many 
that surround it, the spirit prefers it to all others. 
It says: ** From such as this have I drawn joy 
and knowledge; in such as this have 1 found 
and beheld myself; I will speak to it $ it can 
speak again ; it can yield me thought already 
formed and alive.'' In fact, the eye—^^the 
mind—is always accompanied by these forms, 
male and female; and these are incomparably 
the richest informations of power and order 
that lie at the heart of things. Unfortunately, 
every one of them bears the marks as of some 
injury ; is marred and superJlciuJly defective. 
Nevertheless, far different from the deaf and 
dumb nature around them, these all rest like 
fountain-pipes on the unfathoiiied sea of thought 
and virtue whereto they alone, of all organiza¬ 
tions, are the entrances. 

It were a pleasant inquiry to follow into detail 
tlicir ministry to our education, but where would 
it stop? We are as^iated In adolescent and 
adult life with some friends/who, like skies and 
waters, are coextensive with our idea; who, 
answering each to a certain atfection of the soul, 
satisfv our desire on that side; whom we lack 
power to put at such fodSiJ distance from As, that 
we can mend or even analyze them. We cannot 
clioose but love them. AVhen much intercourse 
with a friend has supplied us with a standard of 
excellence, and has increased our respect for the 
resources of God yho thus sends a real person to 
outgo our ideal; when he has, moreover, become 
an object of thought, and, whilst his character 
rctidns all its unconscious effect, is converted in 
the mind into solid and sweet wisdom,—it is a 
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sign to us that his o/fice is closing, and he is Appsar- 
commooly withdrawn from our sight in a short 
time. 


CHAPTER VI 

* IDEALISM 

Thus is tlic unejn^akabJe but intelligible and 
practicable mcaningaof the world conveyed to 
man, the immortal pupil, in every object of sense. 
To this one end of Discipline, all parts of nature 
conspire. 

A nobic *dout>t })erpetualiy suggests itself, 
whether this end be not the Final Cause of 
the Universe; and whether nature outwardly 
exists. It is a sufficient account of that Ap¬ 
pearance we call*the World, that God will 
teach a human mind, and so makes it the re¬ 
ceiver ot a certain number of congruent sens^i- 
tions, which we call sun*and moon, man and 
woman, house and tirade. In my utter im¬ 
potence to test the Authenticity of the report of 
my senses, to know whether the impressions 
they make on me correspond with outlying 
object^ whut diffierenc^idoes it make, whether* 
Orion is up there in heaven, or some god paints 
the image in the iirmament of the soul ? The 
relations of parts and the end of the whole 
remaining the same, what is the difference, 
whether land and sea interact and worlds re* 
Tolve and intermioglc without ouraber or end,-— 
deep yawning under deep, and galaxy balancing 
galaxy, throughout absolute space,—or, whether, 
without relations of time and space, the same 



350 NATyRE 

PhMome- appearancef are inscribed in the constant faith 

rabsSuMs of man ? Whether nature enjo}^ a substantial 
existence without, or is only in the apocalypse 
of the mind, it is alike useful and alike vener¬ 
able to me. Be it what it may, it is ideal to 
me, so long as I cannot try the accuracy of my 
senses. 

The frivolous make themselves merry with 
the Ideal theory, as if its consequences were 
burlesque; as if it affiefted the stability of 
nature. It surely does not. God never jests 
with us, and will not compromise the end of 
nature by permitting any inconsequence in its 
jiroces.sion. Any distrust of the permanence of 
laws would paralyze the faculties of man. Their 
permanence is sacredly respected, and his faith 
therein is perfect. The wheels and springs of 
man arc all set to the hyf^thesis of the per¬ 
manence of nature. Wc arc not built like a 
ship to be tossed, but like a house to stand. It 
is a natural consequence of ^his structure, that, 
so long as the active powiers predominate over 
the reHcctive, we resist with indignation any 
hint that nature is more short-lived or more 
mutable than spirit. The broker, the wheel¬ 
wright, the carpenter,Uthc toll-man, ai% much 
displeased at the intimation* 

But whilst we acquiesce entirely in the 
permanence of natural laws, the quetdon of 
the absolute existence of nature stul remains 
open. It is the uniform effect of culture on 
the human mind, not to shake our faith in 
the stability of particular phenomena, as of 
heat, water, azote; but to lead us to regard 
nature as a phenomenon, not a fubstance; to 
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attribute necemiy exiatence to spirit; to esteem 
nature as an accident and an effect. 

To the senses and the uorenewed understand¬ 
ing belongs a sort of instinctive belief in the 
abwlute existence of nature. In their view, 
man and nature are indissolubly joined. Things 
are ultimates, and they never look l)eyond their 
sphere. The presence of Reason mars this faith. 
The first effort of thought tends to relax this 
despotism of the ^nses, which binds us to 
nature as if we were a part of it, and shows 
us nature aloof, and, as it were, afloat. Until 
this highcr^agency intervened, the animal eye 
sees, with wonderful accuracy, sharp outlines 
and coloured surfaces. When the eye of Reason 
opens, to outline and surface are .it once added 
grace and expressipn. These proceed from im¬ 
agination and affection, and abate somewhat of 
the angular distinctness o( objects. If the Reason 
be stimulated to more earnest vision, outlines and 
surfaces become transparent, and are no longer 
seen; causes and sjTirits are seen through them. 
The best moments of life arc these delicious 
awakenings of the higher powers, and the re¬ 
verential withdrawing of nature before its God. 

Let us proceed U0 indicate the effects o^ 
culture. 1. Our first institution in the Ideal 
philosophy is a hint from Nature herself. 

Nature is made to conspire with spirit to 
emancipate us. Certain mechanical changes, a 
small alteratioci in our loci^ position apprises 
us of a dmlisRi* Wc are strangely affect^ by 
seeing the Shore from a moving ship, from a 
balloon, or throfugh the tinu of an unusual sky. 
The change in our point of view gives the 
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Point of whole world a pictorial air. A man who seldom 
rides needs only to get into a coach and traverse 
his own town, to turn the street into a puppet* 
show. The men, the women,—ulking, running, 
bartering, fighting,*->the earnest mechanic, the 
lounger, the beggar, the boys, the dogs, are 
imreali’^ed at once, or at least wholly detached 
iiom all relation to the observer, and seen as 
apparent, not substantial beings. What new 
thoughts arc suggested ^ seeing a face of 
country quite familiar, in the rapid movement 
of the railroad car ? Nay, the most wonted 
objects (make a very slight change in the point 
of vision) })lea8e us most, la a camera-obscura, 
the butcher*8 cart and the figure of one of our 
own family amuse us. So a portrait of a well- 
known face gratifies us. Turn the eyes upside 
down, by looking at the landscape through your 
legs, and how agreeable is the picture, though 
you have seen it any time these twenty years I 

In these cases, by'*hicchanical means, is sug> 
gCsSted the ditTerence IjctwetJn the observer and 
the spectacle, between man and nature. Hence 
ai iseii a pleasure mixed with awe; 1 may say, a 
low degree of the sublime is felt from the fact, 
probablyt that man is ^hereby apprised, that, 
whilst the world is a spectacle, something in 
himself is stable. 

2. In a higher manner, the poet communicates 
the same pleasure. By a few strokes he deline¬ 
ates, as on air, the sun, the mountain, the camp, 
the city, the hero, the maiden, not different from 
xvhat we know them, but only lifted from the 
ground and afloat before the eye. He unfixes 
the land and the sea, makes them revolve around 
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the ajus of his primary thought, and dia|>oie8 them Shalta^ 
anew. J^osiessed himaclf by a heroic passion, 
he uses matter as symbols of it. The sensual 
man conforms thoughts to things; the poet con¬ 
forms things to his thoughts. The one esteems 
nature as rooted and fast; the other, as fluid, and 
impresses his being thereon. To him, the re¬ 
fractory world is ductile and flexible ; he^invests 
dust and stones with humanand makes them 
the words of the Region. The imagination may 
be defined to be the use which the Reason makes 
of the material world. Shakes|>care possesses the 
power of subordinating nature for the purposes of 
expression, beyond all poets. His imperial muse 
tosses the creation like a bauble from hand to 
hand, and uses it to embody^ any caprice of 
thought that is uppermost in bis mind. The 
remotest spaces of nature are visited, and the 
farthest sundered things are brought together, by 
a subtle spiritual connection. We are made 
aware that magnitude oT material things is 
relative, and all ol^^cts shrink and expand to 
serve the passion of the poet. Thus, in his 
sonnets, the lays of birds, the scents and dyes 
of flowers, he finds to be the shadonv of his ^ 
bclovecT; time, which Mbeps her from him, is 
his chest; the suspicion she has awakened is 
her ornament ; 

** The ornament of beauty is tospect, 

A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air/' 

His passion is not the fhiit of Aiance ; it swells, 
as he speaks, to a city, or a sute. 

" Ho, it WM builflefl fw from accident; 

It soflers not in smiling pomp, nor falls 
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Under the blow of thralled dUconteot; 

It fears not poliqTf that berede, 

Which works on teases of short numbered hourSf 
Bat all alone stands hugely politic.** 


In the strength of hit constancy, the Pyraroida 
seem to him recent and transitory. The fresh¬ 
ness of youth and love dazzles him with its 
resemblance to morning. 

** Take those lips away 
Which so sweetly weft* foresworn; 

And those eyes,—the break of day, 

Lights that do mislead the morn. 


The wild beauty of this hyperbole, 1 may say 
in passing, it would not be easy to match in 
literature. 

This transfiguration which all material objects 
undergo through the passion of the poet,—this 
power which he exerts to dwarf the great, to 
magnify the small,—might he illustrated by a 
thousand examples from his plays. 1 ha?e 
before me the Ttmynty and will cite only 
these few lines. ‘ 


A a ILL. I'he strong based promontory 
Have 1 made shake, and by the spurs plucked op 
The pine and cedar.” 

' Proapero calls for mus^': to soothe the ‘'frantic 
Alonzo and his companions; 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 
To an unsettled fancy, enre thy brains 
Now useless, boiled within thy skull.** 

Again ; 

The'charm dissolves space, 

And as the morning steals npon the night. 
Melting the darkness, so thdr rising senses 
Begin to chase the Ignorant fnm.es that mantle 
Their clearer reason. 
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Their understeoding 

Ikginf to Bwdl; and the approaching tide 
Will shortiv fiU the reasonable shore 
I1iat now lies foul and muddy.” 


BMBtg la 

truth 

beauty 


The perception of real afiinitiea between 
ereats (that is to say, of ideai affinities^ for 
those only are real) enables the poet thus to 
•make free with the most imposing forms and 
phenomena of the world» and to assert the pre^ 
dominance of the sodf. 

3 . Whilst thus the poet animates nature with 
his own thoughts, he differs from the philosopher 
only herein, that one presses Beauty as his 
main end, the ocher, Trutlu But the philosopher, 
not less than the poet, p 08 t|>ones the apparent 
Older and relations of things to the empire of 
thought. “The {^oblem of philosophy,*’ ac¬ 
cording to Plato, “is, for all that exists con- 
dition^ly, to find a ground unconditioned and 
absolute.** It proceeds on the faith that a law 
determines all phenomena, which being known, 
the phenomen.'i can Ibe predicted. That law, 
when in the mind,* is an idea. Its beauty is 
infinite. The true philosopher and the true 
poet arc one, and a beauty which is truth, and 
a truth* which is beaut)| is the aim of both. 
Is not the charm of one of Plato’s or Aristotle’s 
dehnitioDS strictly like that of the Antigone of 
Sophocles ^ It is in both cases, that a spiritual 
life has beten imparted to nature; that the solid 
seeming block of matter has bttn peryaded and 
dissolved by a thought; that this feeble human 
being has penetrated the vast masses of nature 
with an informing soul, and recc^nized itself in 
their harmony, that is, seized their law. In 
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Uete^ physicSf when this is attained, the memory dis- 
ap^S* Durdens itself of its cumbrous catalogues of 
particulars, and carries centuries of obserration 
in a single formula. 

Thus even in physics, the material is degraded 
before the spiritual. The astronomer, the 
geometer, rely on their irrefragable anal^s, 
and disdain the results of observation. The 
sublime remark of Huler on his law of arches, 
“This will be found co 1 ?b-ary to all experi¬ 
ence, yet is true,’’ had already transferred nature 
into the mind, and left matter like an outcast 
corj>8C. , 

4. Intellectual science has been observed to 
beget invariably a doubt of the existence of 
matter. Turgot said, “He that has never 
doubted the existence of m^uer may be assured 
he has no aptitude for metaphysical inc|uirie8.” 
It fastens the attention upon immortal necessary 
uncreated natures, that is, upon Ideas; and in 
their presence, we feel that the outward circum¬ 
stance is a dream and a shade. Whilst we wait 
in this Olympus of gods, we think of nature as 
an appendix to the soul. We ascend into their 
region, and know that these are the thoi^bts of 
the Supreme Being. These are th^ who 
were set up from everlasting, from the beginning, 
or ever the earth was. When he prepared the 
heavens, they were there; when he established 
the clouds above, when he strengthened the 
fountains of the c^p. Then they were by him, 
aa one brought up with him. Of them took he 
counsel.” 

Their influence is proportionate. As objects 
of science, they are accessible to few men. Yet 
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all men are capable of being raued by piety or Ttia 
by paaaioo into their region. And no man 
touchea theae divine oaturea, without faecomiog» 
in some degree, himself divine. Like a new 
aoul, they renew the body. We become physi¬ 
cally nimble and iightaome; we tread on air; 
life is no longer irksome, and we think it will 
never be so. No man fears age or misfortune 
or death, in their serene company, for he is 
transported out of tbe'^istrict of change. Whilst 
we behold unveiled the nature of Justice and 
Truth, we learn the difference between the 
absolute and (he conditional or relative. We 
apprehend the absolute. As it were, for the 
hm time, exut. We become immortal, for 
we learn that time and space are relations of 
matter ; that, with ga perception of truth, or a 
virtuous will, they have no affinity. 

5. Finally, religion and ethics—which may 
be fitly called the^ practi^ of ideas, or the 
introduction of ideas into lite --have an analogous 
effect with all lower^culture, in degsadiog nature 
and suggesting its dej^endence on spirit. Ethics 
and religion differ herein; that the one is the 
system of human duties commencing from man ; 
the other, from God. ^Religion includes the 
personality of God ; Ethics does not. They 
are one to our present design. They both put 
nature under foot. The first and last lesson of 
religion is, **Tbe things that are seen, are 
temporal; the things that unseen, are 
eternal.’' It puts an affront iiq>on nature. It 
does that for the unschooled, which philo^hy 
does for^ Berkeley and Viasa. The uniform 
language that may be heard in the churches of 
11 a 
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Lo«««f the most ignorant lectt is ** Contemn the uosub* 
fttaotial shows of the world; they are vanities, 
dreams, shadows, unrealities; seek the realntes 
of religion,’* The devotee flouts nature. Some 
theosophisu have arrived at a certain hostility 
and indignation towards matter, as the Manichean 
and Plotinus. They distrusted in themselves 
any looking back to these flesh-pots of Egypt. 
Plotinus was ashamed of his body. In short, 
they might all say of i£tter, what Michael 
Angelo said of external beauty, **It is the 
frail and weary weed, in which God dresses 
the soul, which he has called into pme.** 

It appears that motion, poetry, physical and 
intellectual science, and religion, all tend to 
affect our convictions of the reality of the 
external world. But I owp there is something 
ungrateful in expanding too curiously the par¬ 
ticulars of the general proposition, that all culture 
tends to imbue us ynth idealism. 1 have no 
hostility to nature, but a child's love to it. 1 
expand and live in the warm day like corn and 
melons. Let us speak her fair. 1 do not wish 
to fling stones at my beautiful mother, nor soil 
. my gentle neat. I only wish to indicate the 
true position of nature tn regard to mao,VheretD 
to establish mao, ail right education tends; as 
the ground which to attain is the object of 
human life, that is, of man's connection with 
nature. Culture inveits the vulgar views of 
nature, and brinfs the mind to call that apparent, 
which it uses to call real, and that real, which 
it uses to cal! visionary. Children, it is true, 
believe in the external world. The belief that 
it appears only, ti an afterthought, but with 
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culture, this faith will as surdy arise oo the Tbt seal 
miDd as did the firsts SaSS* 

The advaouge of the ideal theory over the 


popular faith is this, that it presents the world 
io precisely that view which is most desirable 


to the mind. It is, in fact, the view which 


Reason, both speculative and practical, that is, 
philosophy and virtue, take. For, seen in the 
light of thought, the world always is phenomenal; 
and virtue subordinaSs it to the mind. Idealism 


sees the world in God. it beholds the whole 


circle of ptTsons and things, of actions and 
events, of country and religion, not as painlully 
accumulated, atom after atom, act after act, in 
an aged creeping Past, but as one vast picture, 
which God paints on the instant eternity, for 
the contemplation the soul. Therefore the 
soul holds itself off from a too trivial and micro* 


scopic study of the universal tablet. It rc8[>ects 
the end too much, to imrae|8e itself in the means. 

It (tees something more important in Christianity 
than the scandals of ecclesiasttcal history, or the 
niceties of criticism; and, very incurious con¬ 
cerning persons or miracles, and not at all dis¬ 
turbed by chasms of historical evidence, it accepts « 
from CTm the phenomeiton, as it hods it, as the 
pure and awfiil form of religion in the world. 

It is not hot and passionate at the appearance 
of what it calls its own good or bad mrtune, at 
the unkm or opposition of other persons. No 
mao is its enemy. It accepts |fhatsoevcr befais, 
as part of tu lesson. It is a watcher more than 
a doer, and it is a doer, only that it may the 
better watch. 
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CHAPTER VH 

SPIRIT 

Natnra's It is essential to a true theory of nature and of 
man, that it should contain somewhat progressive. 
Uses that are exhausted or that may he, and 
facta that end in the statement, cannot be all 
that is true of this brave f&dging wherein man 
is harboured, and wherein all his faculties tind 
appropriate and endless exercise. And all the 
uses of nature admit of being <*8unfmed in one, 
which yields the activity of man an infinite 
scope. Through all its kingdoms, to the 
suburbs and outskirts of things, it is faithful 
to the cause whence it had its origin. It always 
speaks of Spirit. It suggests the absolute. It 
is a perpetual effect. It is a great shadow 
pointing always to the sun behind us. 

The aspect of nature is devout. Like the 
figure of Jesus, she stands with bended head, 
and hands folded upon the brrast. The happiest 
man is he who learns from nature the lesson of 
worship. 

Of that ineffable cssettce which we calf Spirit, 
he that thinks most will say least. We can 
foresee God in the coarse, as it were, distant 
phenomena of matter; but when we try to 
define and describe himself, both language and 
thought desert and we are as helpless as 
fools and savages. That essence refuses to be 
recorded in propositions, but when man has 
worshipped him intellectually, the noblest 
ministry of nature is to stand as the apparidoo 
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of God. It i% die organ through which the Thrat 
universal spirit ^ individual, and 

strives to lead back the individual to it. iMtnrt 

When we consider Spirit, we tee that the 
views already presented do not include the whole 
circumference of man. We mutt add some re* 
iated thoughts. 

Three problems are put by nature to the mind ; 

What is matter? Whence is it? and Whereto? 

The first of these questions only, the ideal 
theory answers. Idealism saith : matter is a 
phenomenon, not a substance. Idealism ac* 
quaints us vqth the total disparity between the 
evidence of our own being, and the evidence of 
the world’s being. The one is perfect; tlie 
other, incapable of any assurance; the mind is 
a part of the nature of things; the world is a 
divine dream, from which we may presently 
awake to the glories and certainties of day. 
Idealism is a hypothesis to account for nature 
by other principles than those of carpentry and 
chemistry. Yet, jf it only deny the existence 
of matter, it does not satisfy the demands of the 
spirit. It leaves God out of me. It leaves me 
in thi^ splendid labyrinth of my perceptions, to, 
wander without end. Then the heart resists it, 
because it balks the affections in denying sub* 
ttaotive being to men and women. Nature is 
so pervaded with human life, that there is some- 
thing of humanity in all, and in every particular. 

But this theory makes nature^oreign to me, and 
does not account for that consanguinity which 
we acknowledge to it. 

Let it stand, then, in the present state 
of our knowledge, merely as a useful intro- 
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**TlMductoiy hypothesis, serring to apprise us of 
eternal distinction between the soul and the 
world. 


But when, following the inrisible steps of 
thought, we come to inquire, Whence is matter ? 
and Whereto ? many truths arise to us out of 
the recesses of consciousness. We learn that 


the highest is present to the soul of man, that 
the dread universal essence^which is not wisdom, 
or love, or beauty, or power, but all in one, and 
each entirely, is that for which all things exist, 
and that by which they are; that spirit creates; 
that behind nature, throughout nal'ure, spirit is 
present; one and not compound, it does not act 
upon us from without, that is, in space and 
time, but spiritually, or through ourselves: there¬ 
fore, that spirit, that is, the Sepreme Being, does 
not build up nature around us, but puts it forth 
through us, as the life of the tree puts forth new 
branches and leaves ^through, the pores of the 
old. As a plant upon the ^arth, so a man rests 
upon the bosom of God; is nourished by 
unfailing fountains, and draws, at his need, in¬ 
exhaustible power. Who can set bounds to the 
* possibilities of man ? Once inhale the upper air, 
being admitted to behoM the absolute natures of 
justice and truth, and we learn that man has 
access to the entire mind of the Creator, is 
himself the creator in the finite. This view, 
which admonishes me where the sources pf 
wisdom and powfr He, and points to virtue as 
to 


The golden key 

Which opes the palace aS eternity,’’ 


carries upon its face the highest certificate of 
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truth, because it animates me to create my own Mmas 
world through the purification of my souL in aSSra 
The world proceeds fit>m the same spirit as 
the body of man. It is a remoter and inferior 
incarnation of God, a projection of God in the 
unconscious. But it differs from the body in 
one important respect. It is not, like that, now 
subject^ to the human will. Its serene order 
is inviolable by us. It is, therefore, to us, the 
present expositor df the divine mind. It is 
a fixed point whereby we may measure our 


departure. As we degenerate, the contrast 
between us ^nd «ur house is more evident. We 
are as much strangers in nature, as we are aliens 
from God. We do not understand the notes of 


birds. The fox and the deer run away from us; 
the bear and tige% rend us. We do not know 
the uses of more than a few plants, as com and 
the apple, the potato and the vine. Is not the 
landscape, every glimpse of which hath a 
grandeur, a face of him f Yet this may show 
us what discord is ^>etween man and nature, for 
you cannot freely*admire a noble landscape, if 
labourers are digging in the field hard by. Tht 
poet finds somediing ridiculous in his d^light,^ 
until he is out of the debt of men. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

PROSPECTS.| 

In inquiries respecting the laws of the world 
and the frame of things, the highest reason is 
' always the traest. That which seems fiiintly 



264 


NATqRE 


Giimmb possible,—it is so refined, is often faint and 
At troth because it is deepest seated in the mind 
among the eternal verities. Empirical science 
is apt to cloud the sight, and, by the very 
knowledge of functions and processes, to bereave 
the student of the manly contemplation of the 
whole. The savant becomes unpoetic. But 
the best read naturalist who lends an entire 
and devout attention tb truth, will see that 
there remains much to Ibarn of his relation 
to the world, and that it is not to be 
learned by any addition or subtraction or 
other comparison of known ^quantities, but is 
arrived at by untaught sallicS of the spirit, 
by a continual self-recovery, and by entire 
humility. He will perceive that there are far 
more excellent qualities in^ the student than 
preciseness and infallibility ; that a guess is 
often more fruitful than an indisputable affir¬ 
mation, and that a dream may let us deeper 
into the secret of nature than a hundred con¬ 
certed experiments. 

For, the problems to be ^Ived are precisely 
those which the physiologist and the naturalist 
omiti to state. It is not so pertinent to man to 
know all the individual^of the animal kingdom, 
as it is to know whence and whereto is this 
tyrannizing unity in his constitution, which ever¬ 
more separates and classifies things, endeavouring 
to reduce the most diverse to one form. When 
1 behold a rich^ landscape, it is less to my 
purpose to recite correctly the order and super¬ 
position of the strata, than to know why all 
thought of multitude is lost in a tranquil sense 
of unity. I cannot greatly honour minuteness 
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in details, so long as there is no hint to explain 
the relation between things and thoughts; no ray 
upon the Metafhyncs of conchology, of botany, 
of the arts, to show the relation of the forms 
of flowers, shells, animals, architecture, to the 
mind, and build science upon ideas. In a 
cabinet of natural history, we become sensible 
of a certain occult recognition and sympathy in 
regard to the most unwieldy and eccentnc forms 
of beast, fish, and iSsect. The American who 
has been confined, in his own country, to the 
sight of buildings designed after foreign models, 
is surprised on entering York Minster or St. 
Peter's at Rome, by the feeling that these 
structures are imitations also,—faint copies of an 
invisible archetype. Nor has science suflicient 
humanity, so long as the naturalist overlooks 
that wonderful congruity which subsists between 
man and the world; of which he is lord, not 
because he is the most ^ubtile inhabitant, but 
because he is its* head and heart, and finds 
something of himseV in every great and small 
thing, in every mountain stratum, in every new 
law of colour, fact of astronomy, or atmospheric 
influence which observation or analysis lay open. 
A perception of this mystery inspires the muse 
of George Herbert, the beautiful psalmist of the 
seventeenth century. The following lines are 
part of his little poem on Man:— 

** Man is all symmetry, 

Full of proportions, one linm to another, 

And all to all the world besides. 

Each part may call the jbrthest, brother; 

For head with foot hath private amity, 

And both with moons and tides. 


Maatba 

head and 
heart 
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Poai^y Nothing hath got so far 

But Man hath caught and kept it as his prey; 

His eyes dismount the highest star, 

He is in little all the sphere. 

Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because that they 
Find their acquaintance there 

For un, the winds do blow, 

The earth doth rest, heaven move, and fountains flow; 
Nothing we see, but means onr good, 

As our delight, or as our treasure; 

The whole is either our cupboard of food, 

Or cabinet of pleasure. 

‘‘The stars have us to bed: 

Night draws the curtain, which the sun withdraws; 
Music and light attend our head? 

All things unto our flesh are kind 
In their descent and being; to our mind, 

In their ascent and cause. 

<< More servants wait on man 4 
'I'han he'll take notice of: in every path 

He treads down that which doth ^friend him. 
When sickness makes him pale and wan. 

O mighty love ! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend him.” 

The perception of this class of truths makes 
the attraction which draws men to science, but 
the end is lost sight of in attention to the means. 
In view of this half-sight of science, wi accept 
the sentence of Plato, that, ** poetry comes 
nearer to vital truth than history.'' Every 
surmise and vaticination of the mind is entitled 
to a certain respect, and we learn to prefer im¬ 
perfect theories,^ and sentences, which contain 
glimpses of truth, to digested systems which 
have no one valuable sugrcstion. A wise writer 
will feel that the ends m study and composition 
are best ananyered by announcing undiscovered 
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regions of thought, and so communicating, through a iwvt's 
hoTC, new activity to the torpid sjnrit. 

1 shall therefore conclude this essay with 
some traditions of man and nature, which a 
certain poet sang to me; and which, as they 
have always been in the world, and perhaps re¬ 
appear to every bard, may be both history and 
prophecy. 

** The foundation^of mao are not in matter, 
but in spirit. But the element of spirit is eternity. 

To it, therefore, the longest series of events, 
the oldest chronologies, are young and recent. 

In the cycle* of «he universal man, from whom 
the known individuals proceed, centuries are 
points, and all history is but the epoch of one 
degradation. 

<< We distrust and deny inwardly our sym¬ 
pathy with nature. We own « and disown 
our relation to it, by turns. We are, like 
Nebuchadnezzar, ..dethroned, bereft of reason, 
and eating grass lik^ an ox. But who can set 
limits to the remedial force of spirit ? 

** A man is a god in ruins. When men are 
innocent, life shall be longer, and shall pass into 
the imgaortal, as gently as we awake from dreams.» 

Now, the world wouldl be insane and rabid, if 
these disorganizations should last for hundreds 
of years. It is kept in check by death and 
infancy. Infoncy is the perpetual Messiah, 
which comes into the arms of fallen men, and 
pleads with them to return to naradiae. 

*‘Man is the dwarf of Igmself. Once he 
was permeated and dissolved by spirit. He filled 
nature with his overflowing currenu. Out from 
him sprang the sun and mooi^.*from roan, the 
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Mu‘« 8un; from woman, the moon. The laws of his 
toMtan niind, the periods of his actions, extemized 
themselves into day and night, into the year and 
the seasons. But, having made for himself this 
huge shell, his waters retired ; he no longer fills 
the veins and veinlets $ he is shrunk to a drop. 
He sees that the structure still fits him, but fits 
him colossaliy. Say, rather, once it fitted him, 
now it corresponds to him from far and on high. 
He adores timidly his own work* Now is man 
the follower of the sun, and woman the follower 
of the moon. Yet sometimes he starts in his 
slumber, and wonders at himse!f apd his house, 
and muses strangely at the resemblance betwixt 
him and it* He perceives that if his law is still 
paramount, if still he have elemental power, if his 
word is sterling yet in nature it is not conscious 
power, it is not inferior but superior to his will. 
It is instinct.** Thus my Orphic poet sang. 

At present, man applies to nature but half his 
force. He works on the world with his under¬ 
standing alone. He lives in it, and masters it by 
a penny-wisdom ; and he that works most in it, 
is but a half-man, and, whilst his arms are strong 
and his digestion good, his mind is imbrued, and 
he is a selfish savage. His relation to nature, his 
power over it, is through the understanding : as, 
by manure; the economic use of fire, wind, water, 
and the mariner's needle; steam, coal, chemical 
agriculture; the repairs of the human body by 
the dentist and ^*he surgeon. This is such a 
resumption of pi^wer, as if a banished king 
should buy his territories inch by inch, instead 
of vaulting at once into his throne. Meantime, 
in the thick ^darkness, there are not wanting 
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gleams of a better light,—occasional examples Lovswudl 
of the action of roan upon nature with his entire p*'®®®**®* 
force,—with reason as well as understanding. 

Such examples are: the traditions of miracles in 
the earliest antiquity of all nations; the history 
of Jesus Christ; the achievements of a principle, 
as in religious and political revolutions, and in 
the abolition of the olave-trade; the miracles of 
enthusiasm, as those reported of Swedenborg, 
Hohenlohe, and the Shakers; many obscure and 
yet contested facts, now arranged under the name 
of Animal Magnetism ; prayer; eloquence; self- 
healing ; and^ thft wisdom of children. These 
are examples of Reason’s momentary grasp of 
the sceptre; the exertions of a power which 
exists not in time or space, but an instantaneous 
in-streaming causing power. The difference 
between the actual and the ideal force of man is 
happily figured by the schoolmen, in saying, that 
the knowledge or man is an evening knowledge, 
vespertina cognitio^ ^qt that of God is a morning 
knowledge, matutina cognitio. 

The problem of restoring to the world original 
and eternal beauty is solved by the redemption 
of the^soul. The ruin or the blank, that we , 
see when we look at nature, is in our own eye. 

The axis of vision is not coincident with the 
axis of things, and so they appear not transparent 
but opaque. The reason why the world lacks 
unity, and lies broken and in heaps, is, be¬ 
cause man is disunited with himself. He cannot 
be a naturalist, until he satisfies w the demands of 
the spirit. Love is as much i» demand, as per¬ 
ception. Indeed, neither can be perfect without 
the other. Tn the uttermost jpg aning of the 
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** A fact words, thought is devout, axKl devotion is thought. 
Deep calls unto deep. But in actual life, the 
marriage is not celebrated. There are innocent 
men who worship God after the tradition of 
their fathers, but their sense of duty has not yet 
extended to the use of all their faculties. And 
there are patient naturalists, but they freeze their 
subject under the wintry light of the understand¬ 
ing. Is not prayer also a study of truth,—a 
sally of the soul into the ilTifound infinite ? No 
man ever prayed heartily, without learning some¬ 
thing. But when a faithful thinker, resolute to 
detach every object from personal relations, and 
see it in the light of thought, shall^ at the same 
time, kindle science with the fire of the holiest 
affections, then will God go forth anew into the 
creation. ^ 

It will not need, when the mind is prepared 
for study, to search for objects. The invariable 
mark of wisdom is to see the miraculous in the 
common. What is I day ? ' What is a year f 
What is summer? What is woman? What is 
a child ? What is sleep ? To our blindness, 
tliese things seem unaffecting. We make fables 
to hide the baldness of the fact and conform it, 
as we say, to the higher^law of the minef. But 
when the fact is seen under the light of an idea, 
the gaudy fable fades and shrivels. We behold 
the real higher law. To the wise, therefore, a 
fact is true poetry, and the most beautiful of 
fables. These wonders are brought to our own 
door. You also ^ a man. Man and woman, 
their social life, poverty, labour, sleep, fear, 
fortune, are known to you. l^earn that none of 
these things is^ sii^rficial, but that each pheno- 
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menon has its roots in the faculties and affections “ Build, 
of the mind. Whilst the abstract question 
occupies your intellect, nature brings it in the world" 
concrete to be solved by your hands. It were a 
wise inquiry for the closet, to compare, point 
by point, especially at remarkable crises in life, our 
daily history, with the rise and progress of ideas 
in the mind. 


So shall we come to look at the world with 
new eyes. It shall answer the endless inquiry of 
the intellect,—What is truth ? and of the a^c- 
tions,'-^What is good ? by yielding itself passive 
to the educated }Vill. Then shall come to pass 
what my p5et said: Nature is not fixed but 
fluid. Spirit alters, moulds, makes it. The 
immobility or bruteness of nature, is the absence 
of spirit; to pure spirit, it is fluid, it is volatile, 
it is obedient. Every spirit builds itself a house; 
and beyond its house a world; and beyond its 
world a heaven. Know then, that the world 


exists for you. 'For ydli is the phenomenon 
perfect. What v/i are, that only can we see. 
All that Adam h&d, all that Cxsar could, you 
have and can do. Adam called his house, heaven 


and earth ; Carsar called his house, Rome; you 
perhaps call yours, a cqbbler’s trade ; a hundred * 
acres of ploughed lancl; or a scholar’s garret. 
Yet line for line and point for point, your 
dominion is as great as theirs, though without 
fine names. Build, therefore, your own world. 
As fast as you conform your life to the pure 
idea in your mind, that will uAfold its great pro¬ 
portions. A correspondent rivolution in things 
will attend the influx of the wirit. So fast will 
disagreeable appearances, swine, spiders, snakes, 
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The peats, mad-houaes, prisons, enemies, vanish; 
they are temporary and shall be no more seen. 
The sordor and filths of nature, the sun shall 
dry up, and the wind exhale. As when the 
summer comes from the south, the snow-banks 
melt, and the face of the earth becomes green 
before it, so shall the advancing spirit create its 
ornaments along its path, and carry with it the 
beauty it visits, and the song which enchants it; 
it shall draw beautiful facA, warm hearts, wise 
discourse, and heroic acts, around its way, until 
evil is no more seen. The kingdom of man 
over nature, which cometh not ^vith observation, 
—a dominion such as now is beyond his dream 
of God,—he shall enter without more wonder 
than the blind man feels who is gradually re¬ 
stored to })erfect sight. 
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Trxi ,— The text is that of the first English edition 
set up from the proof sheets of the American edition. 
It was advertised as ** with a preface by Thomas 
Carlyle on which Carlyle wrote to Emerson (No* 
vember 3, *‘That is hardly accurate, that 

latter clause. My * Preface ’ consists only of a 
certificate that the Book is correctly printed, and 
sent forth ^ a^publisher of your appointment, 
whom therefore all readers of yours ought to re* 
gard accordingly. Nothing more."' This “ Notic<‘ *' 
which is dated “ London, 25th, 1844,** runs us 
follows:— 

** Here is a new.i, volume of Etsaw by Emerson ; 
concerning which 1 am to certify, tnat this English 
edition of them seems to be correctly printed ; that 
the English Publisher is one appointed by the Author 
himselL and is under contigact with him as to the 
pecuniary results. T^ Emerson's readers in England 
1 am to certify so much ; leaving the inference from 
it to their own hoYiourable and friendly thought. 
To r/irauthorised reprinters, and adventurous spirits 
inclined to do a little in the pirate line, it may be 
prope|^to recal the known fact, which should be very^ 
present to us all withoulS|recalling, that theft in any 
sort is abhorrent to the mind of man ;—that theft is 
theft, under whatever meridian of longitude, in what¬ 
ever • nation,' foreign or domestic, the man stolen from 
may live; and whether there be any treadmill and 
galiowB for his thief, or no apparatus of that kind! 
Such suggestion may perhaps have its weight with 
here and ^ere an Incipient adventurous spirit meditat¬ 
ing somewhat in the picaroon lor pirate line, and 
contribute to direct him into Jitter courses: who 
knows ? For other spirits, nownger open to such 
suggestions, the present Publisy^i* trusts that he has 
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suggestions of a much more appropriate, intelligible, 
and effectual kind, in readiness if needed. Very 
happily the Author himself is not, in his economics, 
dependent on this claim now made for him, or on 
any such : yet it will be handsome in the British 
nation to recognise it a little! 'I'he labourer is 
worthy of his hire. Yes; and he that brings us 
Cnot in his sleep, I fancy!) new fire from the 
£mpyrean — new tidings of such,—he too, one 
would imagine, is worthy that we should leave 
him the exiguous sixpence a copy which falls to 
his share in the adventure,^nd not steal it from 
him ! 

Mure, on this rather paltry department of the 
bu si ness, I had not to say ; and to touch on any 
other department of it was not im my^ommission at 
present. 1 will wish the brave Emerson a fair wel¬ 
come among us again ; and leave him to speak with 
his old friends and to make new. T. Caklyix. ” 

12. So ever 1/ spirit^ etc.—Edmund Spenser, An M^mn 
in Honour ^ lieauty^ lines 3 27-l33( 

12. The migfiiif heaven, says Troclus. — Pruclus (411- 
485 ) was the writer who brought the Neoplatonist 
philosophy ** to its formal conclusion by the rigor¬ 
ous consistency of his di/Uectic.’’ 

15. to read in Baily^s dictionary .—Nathaniel Bailey’s 
Universal Etymological English Dictionary Was first pub¬ 
lished in 1721-27 and ran through about thirty 
editions by the close of the 18th century. 

25. when yitruvius Vitruvius Pollio, who 

wrote about 15 b.c., was employed by Augi^ttus as 
architect and military engineer. 

1 C. lyhen Socrates in Charmides. —See Plato’s Dialogue 
of that name. 

25. IVhen John saw, etc.—Sec Revelations, ch. vi., v, 13, 
28. to the eyes of Jacob Echmen, — Jacob Boehme, or 
Behmen, (1575-1624) a famous mystic. * 

31. in Chalmerses eoUeeiton .— Alexander Chalmers. 
(1759-1834) publish/d his works of the British poets 
from Chaucer to Col vper in 21 vols. in 1810. 

37. tabe the met rxxjA* ^ Tiraboschi, H^arton, or Sehlegel. 
—Oirolamo Tirabosshi (1731-1794), an Italian pro¬ 
fessor and historian/of Italian literature; Thomas 
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Warton (17x8-1790), poet laureate, chiefly notable 
for his History of MttgUsk Poetry \ Friedrich ¥on 
Schlegel (1772-1829), author of a History 0/ Literature 
and other works. 

38. IVas it BoseovicA, —Roger Joseph Boscovich 
(1711-1787) a Jesuit mathematician and astronomer. 

38. In the death ef my xmv.—Emerson*8 son Waldo, ** a 
perfect little boy of Are years and three months ” 
died at the beginning of 1842. 

39. the Para cod/j.—Para, a town in Brazil whence 
india rubber is exported, lent its name for a while 
to waterproof clothing!^ 

39. they prove to be many-coloured lenses^ etc.—Xhis 
illustration seems remotely suggested by Shelley's, 

“ Life like a dome of many coloured glass 
Stains the white rAiance of eternity.”— Adonais^ stanza lii. 

44. even in Bettine. —ThU is, presumably, a misprint 
for Bettinelli. Saverio Bettinelli (1718-1808) was an 
Italian Jesuit and writer whose works were published 
in Venice in 24 vols.^hortly before his death. 

46. At Education-Farm etc.—The reference is 

probably to Brook Farm ; see note to p. 180. 

46. the Iranis .— That is the Iranians, or Persians. 

50. Gentoos and Gra^amites.—aGvntoo was a old name 
for the Hindoo. J^^es Graham (1745-1794), a 
notorious quack who in his later years became a 
religious enthusiast. * 

55. Sir Everard Home .— Home (1756-1832) was a 
celebrated surgeon, assistant to and successor of 
Hunter. 

57. dke Chinese JkTrofr/irr.g—Meng-Tse was a noted 
Chinese sage (372-289 b.c.) whose conversations and 
exhortations were coUected by his disciples into the 
Boob Fdet^-Tse. 

60. As the fop contrived, etc.—Sir Benjamin Backbite 
says of Charles Surface, “They tell me when he 
entertains his fi'iends he will sit down to dinner with 
a dozen of his securities: have a Ascore of tradesmen 
waiting in the ante^chamber, anJ an oflicer behind 
every guest’s chair.*’—R. B. She«an, The School for 
Scandal, Act 1 . SC. i. g 

6>2* It is worse than crime, etc.^The saying here 
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attributed to NapoUson is also often credited to 
Talleyrand. Joseph Fouch^ however states, ** It is 
worse than a criitie, it is a political fault, words 
which 1 record because they have been repeated and 
attributed to others.” 

68 . our brilliant £nglub Ah ter tan the French Renteiution, 
—Thomas Carlyle, whose French RevoluiiaH^ a History^ 
had been published in the summer of 1837. 

69. O lole /—lole was the wife of Hercules. 

72. the njoiJ'e of ConcinL —She was the foster-mother 
of Mary de Medici, and followed that princess to 
France on her marriage to Henry IV. In France 
Concini was created Marechal d’Auere. 

73. penons tf the stamp f’I'oussaint Ij Owuerture^ etc.— 
Toussaint Lr’Ouverture (1746-1803) a slave in Hayti 
rose to be commander-in-chief of the island under 
the French Convention, but on rfapoieon re¬ 
establishing slavery defied him, and died in a 
French dungeon. 

79. the good Riemer.—-X)T F. AV. R.iemer'8 F4fiti~ 
heiiungen Sber Goethe was published in Berlin in 1842. 

84. John Sradsharv says Afrlton, etc. — This passage is 
misquoted ; it runs, but the great character which 
he then sustained, he with perfect consistency still 
sustains, so that you would suppose that not only 
then, but in every future peri^ of his life, he was 
sitting in judgment upon the King.”—John Milton, 

the Second fence f the Feoplr of Engiand. 

90. Half the woridy etc_One half of the world 

knoweth not how the other half liveth,” Rabelah. 

91. adds Belsteni. —Giovanni Belzoni (177^1^823;, 
the noted Egyptologist published an account of his 
travels and discoveries in is 19. 

94. the battle f JLundfx Lane .—This action between 
the British and American forces took place Within 
sound of the Falls of Niagara on July 25, 1814. 

95. Sapor. —Tite name, more often printed Shapisc,, 
of several Persian monarchs. 

100. Coventry. —Sending any one to Coventry— 
that is to say, refusihg to speak to him—is a popular 
saying, of the origio of which there is no very satis¬ 
factory explanations* It is said that the Coventry 
folk at one time tool^si strone dislike to the firarrison. 
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and tabooed any woman who waa «een speaking to 
the soldiers. Another suggested reason is that when 
Coventry was a stronghold of the Parliamentarians it 
was used as a place for safeguarding prisoners. 

104. in Mr Hastiiit'j translatwHy etc. —William 
Hazlitt the yonnger issued a translation of the com¬ 
plete works of Montaigne. 1842. 

108. Mr in ’which^ etc.—This debate was on 

the Canada Bill. 1791, and the breach took place— 
May 6, 1791—owing to the opposite views taken 
by the two politicians of the position of affairs in 
France. * 

123. as all hcnejiciarits hate all Timons. —Timon the 
Misanthrope. See Shakespeare’s Timon a/" Athens. 

132. ojf all the “ IVreathsy*'’ etc.—These are repre¬ 
sentative titles oS a number of gift books, annuals 
and poetical miscellanies, highly popular during the 
second quarter of the t9th century. 

141 . Jai,oh Behmi.n and George Fox, —Behmen, see note 
to p. z8 ; George Fox (1624-1690), the founder of 
the Society of Friet^ds or Quakers. 

141. James Naylor. —James Naylcr, or Naylor 
C1618-1660), was a Quaker fanatic who enteied 
Bristol as Christ in 1655, and was convicted of 
blasphemy. * » 

146. prunella or se^-keal. —^'Fhere are three species 
of the genus prunella known to botanists. 

159, Fisher Amex* etc. —Fisher Ames (1758-1808), 
American politician and orator. 

177. Nith Bottom cannoi play all the parte.-^Sev 
Shak^pcare’s Midsummer Nighfs Dream^ Act I. 8C. ii.« 

178. ijP the suffered A^ffmirable Crichtons. — James 
Crichton (1560-1582), ^distinguished himself all 
over Europe, despite nis brief life, by the extent of 
his knowl^ge. 

' 79. but Tom Paine or the coarsest blasphemer ^ etc.— 
^.^Ehomas Paine (i737-*i8o9), the celebrated deist. 

180. a sxens> enterprise ^ Brook Farm.^—TYtiB was an 
' important experiment, an ot^ome of the New 
English Transcendental movement. The Brook 
Farm Association for Education and Agriculture 
was intended **to ensure a more natural union 
between intellect and manuv labour than now 
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fxtats.’' ll waa atarted near Boston in 1841, and 
lasted for but a few years. 

185. ZfOrd Rtdon saiJy etc.—John Scott, Bart of 
Bidon (175 <-1838), Lord High Chancellor of 
England. 

188. Nnt/ England Reformers^ The later editions of 
this lecture was prefaced by the following verse:— 

“ In the suburb, in the town, 

Oil the railway, in the square. 

Came a beam of goodness down 
Doubling daylight evuywhere: 

Peace now each for m^ce takes, 

Beauty for his sinful weeds : 

For the angel Hope aye makes 
Him an angel whom she leads." 

sfo. Thi toise DanJini. —Clirolamc^ Dapdlni was an 
early Italian traveller, whose voyage to Mount 
Lebanus seems to have enjoyed popularity in several 
languages during the 17th and 18th centuries. 

aaz. More semramit wait an rnan^ etc.—From OeorgC 
Herbert’s Man; see note to p. 265. 

2x8. H^hen Sir Harry f^ancy etc.—Sir Henry Vane 
( 1612-1662) was one of the early victims of the 
Restoration. 

239. Can thete things etc.—*^Can .such things 

be/’etc. Shakespeare’s Act HI. sc. iv. 

24.6. f^itruvius lAonght an arshJtnt, etc.—Sec note to 

p, 25. 

246. Xenop^hanes complained in kis old agCy etc — 
Xenophanes (fl. in tne 6th century b.c.), founder 
of the Eleatic school of philosophy held that a 
supreme intelligence was id^tical with the world. 

253. The ornament c/* beautyy etc.—Shakespeare's 
Senntts Ixx. 

253. jVo, it nvas buildedy etc. Tbid, cxxiv, 

254. 7 air those lips arvayy etc.,— Shakespeare's 
Afeasure/or Jifeasnrey Act IV'. sc. i. 

254. Prospero, IThe stromg^basedy etc .—In the text this 

speech is wrongly as^ibed to Ariel. It and the two 
following passages ape from Shakespeare’s Tempesty 
Act V. sc. i. Y 

255. A beauty ^luch A trutky etc.—Beauty is truth, 
truth beauty.*’ John f feats, Ode on a drecian Urn. 
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25 ^' in hij law ^ archtt» —L*eonard £uler 

('1707-1783) a famous mathematician of Swiss birth 
who settled in St Petersbui*g. He was a voluminous 
writer. 

256. Turgot taidf etc.—Anne Robert Jacques Turcot 
(1727-1781) a notable French social philosopher who 
for something less than two years was Comptroller 
General of Finance to I^ouis XVf. 

257. H^hich fihi/osophy does for Berkeley and Viasa ,— 

George Berkeley, Bishop of Clogne (1685-1753). 
Viasa, more properly ‘Vyasa, was an ancient Indian 
poet. ^ 

258 P/otinus was ashamed ef hit body. — Plotinus, the 
greatest of the Neoplatonlsts, taught that the souls 
which have decended into corporeality are ones wiiich 
have allowed ther^sclves to be ensnared by sensuality 
and overpowered by lust. 

265. Man is ail symmetry^ etc.—This poem, which 
occurs in Herbert’s Temfte is quoted with the excep¬ 
tion of three stanzas. 

269. Hohenlohe. —Alexander Leopold Franz Em¬ 
merich, Prince of Pfohenlohc-Waldenburg-Schillings- 
furst (1794-1849) was a priest and reputed miracle 
worker. 
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